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LADY ELIZABETI 


8 vantages of Fortune in thoſe par- 
> ticular Bleſſings, Wit and Beauty, 
MA. the. beſt Companions of. Quali 
, Trouble! is no More. than what in 1 cal 
ht to be expected: For Dedications are 
t better than Prolo gues and es 
anten f Subject of em isz t 6 5oPereone 
a the Fair. 5 
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The je path Þ Dedicaor 
Illuſtrious Parents: The Loy al Earl of New- 


the Rebellious Party, that they uſed all their 


him their Friend; but their Impious Cauſe, and 
their flighted proffers appeard ſo deteſtable, that 
he proved his Valour and 4 ually Im- 


pregnable. And to; ſumme u Haracter, 


HK the Sicrfibes he offer. 60 . Dor were h Her 


whole Tadaftrious E8yalty. arid Dore 55 Fe 
male Courage, renderd her ſoConfpicuous, that, 
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| could not be leſs, fincethey ate derived from fk. 
; brogb, by his Perſonal Abos! in the Wars, and 
bis conſtant following the Kings Fate beyond- 
Sea, made himſelf ſo conſiderable an Enemy to 


Arts, and laid all the Baits of Intereſt to have made 


de was a Perſon that made the . tha Temple, 
” Mlajeſty his Divinity, and his Life and 1 


though Succeſs and Viaoty were the Rebels | 
conſtantSlayes; and che ſpight of Fate had made 
dem continually Proſperous, both. it Ten Coun: | 


orld; ati} Featede even wa the a bs. 2 
iſonment in the om 
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cauſe they were not kept up in the Author: The 


(for Fama Stranger to the Italian) flag d in te 
ſecond AR, and was wholly loſt in the two laſt. 
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Exile for it. Nor is your Ladyſhip les Indebted 
to Providence for your E dueatioh than vf 
Birch,” in the Aſfinit and Patrenage of the Lady 
$:4xbope,x Perſon of ſomuch Wotth and Honour, 
ſotruly Generous, and ſo excellent Good... But 
h delignis nor thatof aHerauld, luca Pei 
oner. The Faithful Shepherd begs Acceptance, 
and the better to obtain that Favour, I may witk- 
out aCrime boaſt of ſome Merit in the Preſent] 
make, ſince it borrowsits Value from theEſteem'd 
Guarini; and I have one encouragment more to 
devote it here, knowing it has formerly been your 
Ladyſhips Diverſion. If I am Cenſured by the 
Admirers of Paftor Fido for being ſo bold with 
ſo received-a Poem, I only make this Apology, . © 
that Plays are ſo ſtrictly tyed up to Faſhion, that: 

like coſtly Habits, they are not Beautiful without 
it. 1 confeſs I have taken a great deal of Liberty 
in the Characters of Sylvano and Coriſea, be. 


fuſt of which | in the Tranſlated Pad FE, 
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Tbe Epifile Dedicatory. 
Aid the part of Dorinda was made up new to fit it 
ce rende defign'd to Act it: And the two laſt 
A &s which have ſo little of the Authors, have ſtill 
his deſign, only that Lhave repreſented what was 
but Narrative in the Original. But what · ever ad- | 
vantages I may have received from ſo famed a 
Story, & ſo good a Foundation, my greateſt is, 
the Occaſion it gives me of expreſſing my ſelf, 


N | 
MADAM. 
Tour Ladyſhips moſt Obedient 


and moſt Devoted Servant, 
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FW JF £4 Gallons, when me tell you m ve been iu it 
\ / | \ / Tothe Renown'd Guarinies ſacred Duſt 3 _ 
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Me-thjnks 1 hear a young brisk Crivick Swears: 


bound, do they think we're Antiquarits lere. 


Rot the dull Rhiming Fops of the laſt Ape: . OXY 
Damne em, they | bring the Britiſh Bards ,,... 
There's yu Condemning Vote. Of all Man. kinds 
Unhappy Writers the left mercy fnBa. 


4 Play, but for one fault In the Deen; af 
A hobling Verſe, dul Thought, or a flat Line, 
Is loft beyond the pow'r f 3 I. 


To read your Papers, and to count jour Sumi. 9781 
lum me aun ſer by Induſtry and C];p; IT | 
ont 3 pounds allemance, clear | 
In Jeaven years ſpace, a thouſand pon nd a year. 
Tet be good honeſt Man [ball be forgiven. | 
Another keeps a Miſs the modiſſ aj © 
And when poor Duni, quite wary,” will not fy,” 1, 
The hopeleſs Squire s into Alſatia driven, | 
Tet pretty Gharwing Sinner is fergiuen, 

And yet theſe very Men for three honrs ſpent 

At 4 dul Play, what Rage and Fire they vent. 
Since greater Loſſes go ſo eaſily down; 

Faith. Gallants do not pine for Half 4 Crown. 
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| Sylvio, his Son. Mr Grady, 
Mirtillo, in Love with anamlu. 2 N. Nil. 
Titiro, Father to Amarylu. roy „ My John Tee. 


Bylvano, A diſcontented n 8 252 Mr. Batterton, 
Ergaſto, Friend to Mirily. 3 of en Nr. 'Norrs, 


Carino, Foſter-Father to Artie. 1225 Mx. Perſevat 
Daweie, An old N Servant 
to Mirtillo. Th Meet chard 
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Zynco, An old Shepherd and Coder * 
nour to Sylvio. 
Dorco, Attendant to Silvano. 


Amarylli, Daughter to Titiro. 

Coriſca, In Love with Mirtille. 

Dorinda, A young Nywph i in 
Love with $y/u49. | 

Gerans, Her Governeſs. 

Celia, Confident to Coriſca. 


I”. Dancers, Nymphs, Shepherd's, Haney men, 
Pd Prieſts, Guards, Heads- man. 7 Be 


- The Scene ARCAD 1. 
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ACT the Firſt.” 


After a ſound of HBrns; and cry of Hunts- men, 
Enter Silvis and Eynco. 


* 


Silvio, « +21 
Here's Muſick in this ſound, Life, Soul; and Charm + 
What Breaſt ſo frozen, but this ſport can warm ? 
Deſerted Woods, and unfrequented Pla ins, 
And you, your Countreys ſhame, poor frighted 
Iam your Champion; tis by Me decreed, (Swayns, 
The long diſtarber of your Peace ſhall bleed. h 
This Savage Bore muſt Dye. 
Eyncs. Oh Silvio, 
«< Had I thy freſh and blooming Cheek, adieu 
ce Fde ſay to Beaſts, and nobler Game purſue. wy 
Silv, A Game more noble? what more Sacred task, 
Could Fortune grant, or his Ambition ask, 
Who for his Country does with Monſters fight, 
And the VV@,@ Terrour makes his dear delight: 5 
Lync, This Savage Chace leave t an Ignobler hand: 


1 


A fairer. Prize does your purſuit demand. 
For which—— — * 


No leſs does the Arcadian ſafety call, 
Then for. this Erymanthian Monfters fall. 


Have not our Oracles long ſince defign'd 


From $i/vios Nupti als, we our Peace ſhould find: 
J 7. 


« And thou 
de To have a Nymph ſo fair, that-not a Swain 
ce So proud, but ſighs for her, and ſighs· in vaio; - 
« To have this matchleſs bright Divinity 
ec By Deſtiny and Gods reſerved for Thee; 
« Nay thrown-into thy Arms without one ſigh or tear; 
c And thou (unworthy) not to value her | 
- Silv. Love, the dull Fetter of all ſlaviſn ſouls 
No ſuch weak power my free-born mind controuls. 
Lync. ©* Oh Silvio, hadſt thou tryed Love once, & found 
ce In Mutual Lovers, what true Joys abound, 
<« I know-thou'dſt ſay, Oh Love, the ſweeteſt Gueſt, 
ce Why haſt thou been a ſtranger to this Breaſt ? 


« Leave,leave the Wood sʒ leave following Beaſts,fong Boy, 


ce And follow Love. | 
Silv, Love, an unmanly Joy! 
ct Keep they thoſe Pleaſures to themſelves alone 
Who find a Soul in em, for I find none. 
« 7910, No Sou} in Love, the Worlds great Sou] ! Dull 


(Youth. . 


«Too fon {beleiv't) thowlt find this powerful Truth; 
* Perchance too late; for he*] be ſure, before - | 
« We dye, to make us all once _feelhis pow'r. 

Aud be aſſur d, worſe torment none can prove, 

ce. Than in old Limbs, the Youthful Itch of Love. 

* Old Men Sorin x 

« In Love are doubly wrackt, Both with the ſenſe. 

* Of their Youths. Pride, and Ages Impotence. 

Silv.. Muſt then my Youth for gloriouggggions lent, 
Be on dull Woman, .prodigally ſpent 2 Wn T 
« For thoſe Chimeras in a Lovers head. 

t Thoſe ſtrange Elyſiums by Mens Feavours bred? 

Zinc. Tell me, if in this pleaſing month of May, 
« When Earth is dreſt in all her rich array, 
<* Inſtead of bladed Fields, Brooks uncontrol'd, 


« Green Woods, and painted Meads, thou ſhould'ſt behold, - 


Bald Fields and Meads, Brooks bound wich Ice; the Pine, 


<The Beach, the Aſh, the Oak the Elme, the Vine, © 
; cc A 
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ce And Poplar-like- inverted Sceletons | 


* Stand deſolate, ratlivg their naked bene: 

ce Wouldft chou net ſay,” Nature is gut of Tune, 
* The World is fick, and like to dye in Func? 
Now turn thy Eyes into thy ſelf, and ſee _ 


How ill thy Paſſions, with thy Vouth, agree: 


„ Behold a much more monſtrous Novelty . 

© Then this would ſeem in Nature, Courteous Heaven 
* To every Age has proper humours given. 5 
* And as in Old Men, Love abſurdly ſhews; 

©© So Young Men, Enemies to Love, oppoſe 

Nature and Heaven. Look Silvio round about, 

* Examine this whole Ugiverſe throughout; 

& All that is fair or good, here or above, 

ce Is either Lover, or the work of Love. 

Sylv. How canſt thou with ſuch trecherous Arts perſwade: 
And thus the freedom of my Soul invade 2 = 1 
«Was it for this I had my tender years 
“ Committed to the care of thy grey hairs? 
<« That thou ſhouldſt thus Effeminate my heart 
With Love? Know'ſt who I am, or who thou art? 

Tynco. Thou art a Man, or ſhould ſt be one, and! 
ce Another; what I teach Humanity. | 
« And if thou ſcorneſt that name, which is thy Pride, 
cc Take heed, inſtead of being Deified, 8 
« Thou turn not Beaſt, 
Siu. That Monſter-taming King, 


ee From whom my lofty Pedigree I bring, 
Had never been thus Valiant, nor thus Famed, 5 
ö 


<« If firſt the Monſter Love he had not tamed, 
And his great deeds by Glorys Standart framed. 
Lync. See fooliſh Youth, how weak thy Reaſons prove; 
c Had great Alcides never been in Love, 
« How then had'ſt thou been born? If heore· came 
« Monſters and Men, to Love impute his Fame; 
<« To Love his Conqueſts. Souls like his untamed, 
« In their own Nature rough, when once inflamed” 
ce With generons Love, and with its Sweets allayd, 


Are cleater, apter for great actions made. B52 f 
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& If thou'te Ambitious then to imitate 
& Great Hercsles, and not degenerate Sos. 
t From thy high blood; fince Woods thou doſt affect, 
ce Follow the Wodds, but do not Love neglect. 
Not that Fde have thee thy mean thoughts debaſe 
Te poor Dorindas Love of low-born race. 
Thy Amaryllis is of race Divine; 
Beſides by Contract, ſhe's already thine. 
Thy Wife already. 

Silv. Heav'a defend me 

Lync. How? 

Silo, My Wife? 

Lyne. Can Silvio forget his Vow ? 
Your mutual promiſes received, and given? 
e Take heed, bold Youth, how you dare (port with Heav'n. 

Silu.“ Mans freedom is Heav'ns gift, which does not take 
Us at our words, when a forc'd Vow we make. 

Lync. I; but (unleſs our Hopes and Judgments fail) 
« bleav'n made this Match, and promis d to Entayl 
A chouſand bleſſings on't. | | 

Silv. ©'Tis like that there 
e Is nothing elſe to do. A proper care 
© 'To vex the calm reſt of the Gods above. | 4 
Tynca, I ſcorn both Lovers Oaths, and Love. [Ext 


3 


Lynco, 6c Thou ſprung. from Heav'n, harſh Boy 2 nor of 


_  ( Dizme 
* Can ſay ſuppoſe thee, nor of humane line. 
<6 Aleeoes Poylon thy cold Limbs did faſhion 3 


Fair Venus had no hand in thy Creation, Exit. 


SCENE the Second. 


Enter Mirtillo and Ergaſto. | 
Mirt. © Fair Amaryliizs, if by ſpeaking, I ; 
«Offend thee, / Ewill hold my peace, and dye. 
Erg.. © Mirtillo, Loveisa great pain at beſt 5  - 
<« But ſo much more, the more it is ſuppreſt. 
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| Paſtor Fido. - | 5 HA 
Art, < My fear, and my reſpect to her, thus long; 7 

« Have ſilencd me. Alas, too well I Know, | _— 

« Nor has. Love ſtruck me blind, that in my lo 2 

« And ſlendet Fortunes, it were idle prid f 

To hope a Nymph ſo ſhaped, ſo qualified, 

44 So rais d in Birth, in Spirit, and in Blood, 

« Above all theſe ſo. gentle, and ſo good, 

*Can ere be mine. No; I have took the height 

« Of my unhappy Star, and dread my Fate. | 

But Amaryllis Weds, ſay, does ſhe not? 

Erg. Tis ſo reſolved. 3 
AMirt. Oh my ushappy Lot! : . 
Now Deſtiny has done its cruelleſt : part; | 

- Deſpair till now; but hover'd round my heart. 
Till now, amid'ſt the greateſt of my fear, 
Some glimmering hope at diſtance did appear : > 
My —— Love did the kind Flatterer play; 
And though 'twas Night, me-thoughts I dreamt of Day. 
But now my Horrour runs through all my Veins: | 
— 8 fills up my heart, and abſolute Tyrant reigns. 
Paſt all recovery ſhe's gone, ſhe's gone. 
Erſee the Prize by a bleſt Favourite won 
From my weak arms for ever, ever, torne; 
I ſee the Mirtle Wreath my Rivals brows adorn. 
And now Ergaſto, e re my heart quite break, 
Though tis too late, Fam: reſoly'd le ſpeak. 
Erg. Woe be to her, ſhould her ſtern Father hear. 
e That to ſtoln. prayers ſhe ever lent an Ear. 
Mirs. Alas my Looks and Language ſhall be far, 
Both from offending him, and injuring her. 
cle only ſay to her I 'owe my Death, 
© And beg, hen ſigh out my lateſt breath, 
te She'd caſt her fair Eyes on me, and ſay, Dyes: - 
© This favourable Boon ſhe cant deny: 
That e're ſhe goes to make another Bleſt, | : 
My Sighs may reach her Ear, though not her Breaſt. . N 
« gilvio, the Rich, the Gallant, and the Fair, 7208 . 
The Prieſt, Mont anoes only Son and Heir; a 
. | 2 | bas, 8. 
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66 5 Paſtor Fido. | | 


„ Tis he (oh envied Youth) whoſe j Joy ape 
« So ripe for Harveſt in his Spring 3 
Erg. Indeed you ve little cauſe to envy him; 


Rather to pitty him. 


Mirt. To 27 him! . 
a happy State befit 2. b 1 07 
Ergaſt. Becauſe he Loves her ne. 
Mut. * And has he Wit? 8 | 
© Has hea heart? Is he not blind? And yet 
« When I conſider with what fall 1 
ce Her Starry Eyes their influence direct 


n 


* Into my Breaſt, ſhe cannot have a Dart 


«Left in her Quiver ſor another heart. 


But why do they a Jem ſo precious throw, 


6 = one that knows it not, and ſcorns it ſo ? 
Erg. Becauſe from Silvios Marriage, Heav'n of oll, 
T' Arcadia has deliverance ſore - told: 
You, though a Stranger here, have err 
That of an offer d Virgins guiltleſs blood, 
A Tribute by Dianas dire command 


Is yearly paid by this unha ppy Land. 


Mirt.“ But what ſtrange Crime deſerved ſo ſharp r Doom 
* Haw could ſuch monſtrous cruelty find room 
* = a Celeſtial mind? 
The cauſe of all 
T his orm, was one of Cynibiæs Favourites fall: 


Her beſt-lav'd Prieſt,” a Youth of Noble blood, 
By an inconſtant Nymphs fair Eyes ſubdu ds 


In deſperation for this Petjur'd Maid, 


And by her Vows and broken Oaths betray'd, bf 4 


Himſelf, before her Feet, a bloody Victim laid. 
Whoſe Death Diana did ſo much incenſe, 
That by a long and violent Peſtilence, 

A ſuffering Nation in her fall was cruſnt: 


Ia Purple dye her killing fury bluſht: 


Nor could the dy ing Criminals blood alone, 


Man off her ſtain, and for her fins atone. 


Miri. But how did you at laſt the Goddeſs rage appeaſe 2 
yx. Our Cure's almoſt as ill, as our Diſeaſe. « For 
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ic For going to conſalt Heav'ns Will, : we lrom 

<+ The Oracle received tlũs fatal Doom, 

ci That yearly, we to ee Queen; . 
0 4 


A Maid or Wife ſhould offer, paſt fiſteen, 

«© Lud ende ary pr 6. by which means, the rage © 
J *< Thatiwallowd thouſands, one death. mould aſſiage. - E 
* Mirt.. And was this Barbrous Tribute by her will, ” 


Boom'd to be paid for ever? 

Erg. The Oracle 
| et Being askt agen, 'what end our Woe ſhould have; | Ro 
| «To our demand, this punctual anſwer gave. 2 
* te Tear Woe ſhall end, when two of Race Divine; $2. Ee 


4 
1 


cc Love (ball Free N 
And for 4 faithleſs Nymphs Apoſtate State, 
, faithful Shepherd fo 4 a 8 
ce Now there is left in all Arcadia, 
« Of Heav'nly ſtock; no other branch but they. 
«Young Silvio, and fair Amarillis, She + 
ce Fram Pan deſcended, from Alcides, He; 
« And to our grief, till now, there never yet 
| Of Heavnly Race, a Male and Female met. 
4 85 On this 2 Nations hope depends; thereſt 
6 Is ſtill reſerwd in Fates ou ſecret breaſt; 
<« And with this Marriage, one day will enſue. 
Mirt. And all this poor Mirtillo to undo. 
ce What a = reach is here? what Armys Band 
« Apainſt one heart, half murder d to their hand? 
& Is t not enough · that eruel Loves my Foe, 
J c Unleſs Fate too conttives my over - throw. 
128 Erg. Alas Mirtillo, grieving does no good; 
8 © Tears quench not Love, but are its Milk and Food. 
6 ſhallſcape me hard, but e're the Sun deſcend, - | 
Fs “This Cruel One ſhall hear thee : Courage Friend. 
| Mirt. That word has ſhot life through me; do but this, 
[| And to repay you for ſo vaſt a Bliſs, - Je SL] 
When Iam Dead, and her fair Hand has given 
The killing-wound, Ile ſend you thanks from Heas a. 
| i Bæ tus. 
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SCENE the Third. 


Enter Coriſca and Celia. N 9 
Coriſca, Yonder he goes; oh that bewitching Face; - 4 

When I beheld Mirtilloes every grace, 

ct His unaffected Carriage, all his Charms; 

What pleaſing heat my panting Boſom warms? C24 - 

But when I think anothers Chains he wears, 2 | 


And will be deaf to all my Sighs and Pray'rs, 

That diſmal thought my bleeding hearr-ſtrings tears, 

ce Shall I the flame of thouſand hearts, the wrack 

ce Of thouſand Souls, languiſh and burn, end lack 

ce That pitty I denyed to others? I | _ 

Who kill by Cruelty, by fondneſs dye. * 
Celia. Talk not of dying, Death's an end of pain 1 

To thoſe that Love but ence, and never Love again: 

But thanks to Heav'n, you've no ſuch danger nigh, 

You have that pleaſing Charm, Variety | $ 

Let thoſe that ſtarve in Love, complain they dye. 
Coriſc. Yes Girl, had Ino other Love but this, 

In Love there would be very little Bliſs. | 

“How extream poor mult chat ill Houſe»V'Viſe prove, 

„ Who in all the World keeps but one only Love. 

What's Faith? 3 

What's Conſtancy? Tales which the Jealous feign, 

« To awe fond Girls; Names as abſurd as vain? 

Faith in a Woman (if at leaſt there be 

<« Faith in a Woman unreveal'd to me,) 

ceIs not a Virtue, nor a Heav'aly Grace, 

< Bur the fad Penance of a ruind Face, | 


«© That's pleas'd with one, 'cauſe it can pleaſe no 0; 


A thouſand fetter'd Slaves, ſhould all before 

A Beauteous Face fall proſtrate, and adore. 

« What's Beauty, tell me, 

* If not purſued? where Lovers numerous are, 5 


« Itis a ſign the perſon Lov d is rare 
A Creaure Charming, excellently fair. 


Celia. 


_ Grown up to Love, take my advice, and uſe 


He has turn'd his Mrs, but ſhe him away. 


c Fjrſt then Tie try Allurements, aud diſcover 
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Celis. You Beauties then like May 6 in Stuteß $308 


ce Keep a large Train. One Officer ts 

** Another to prefent, 2 clürd ten prate, 

« A fourth: for ſomewhat elſe. The hag 
Coriſc. Well Celia, when thy openii Beauty blo, E 


Thy Lovers, Hke thy Garments,” put on one ee -4 
ce Have many; often ſhift, and welt out none. Fan 27 
« For daily Converſation breeds diſtaſt; 8 | 
e Diſtaſt Contempt, and Loathing ar the la. 

ce Then get the ſtarr, let not the Servant ſay, 


« Theſe are the rules T take; I've choyee, and ſtrive | 
e Topleaſe em all; to this, my hand Igtve, 5 
« And wink on him; the handſom'ſt , ade n 
< Into my Boſom; but not one ſhall get : 
«Into my Heart; and yet I que Raga ü 
«(Ay me) Airti los brept too 7 l 

Celta For ſhame; leave ſighing 8 ers more e pile 
You that have got ſo many Loves ls! N 
Cure this fond Thirſt by ſome more pleaſing alt; 


In half your plenty; none but Fools would 3 
Coriſc, I never ſigh d, but to deceiye before; FS ONE, 
Such pains as cheſe, call nov, Ine ver bore: 1 
What ſhall do?? l! | 
Leave him, I cant; Court m 1 und Les: os 


Love forbids that, 2nd Honourhinders this. 


ce The Love to kim but will conceal the ain 
If after this, he does m en e deſpiſe, 
Nought but Revenge, "ſhall my hot Rage Pay 
And my Proud Rival Amaryllss 1 57 | 


92 


My petſecutor here + 0( ecEpyine e Sylrano bel; x 4 
e Tour eg. 3 1 
En Sylrino any Jorco.” - en 3 
0 Coriſca, ſtay. 1 | 1 2 
Confuſion feize her! how ſhe haſts away e © — 


Why by Heay'as Curſe and Malice was 7 Born 


Pa Lo 
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10 Paſior Fido. 


To be a Vaſſal to ſuch Pride and Scorn? 

As Froſts to Plants, to ripend Ears a Storm; 

* To Flowers the Mid- day- Sun, to Seed the Worm; 
To Stags the Toyles, to Birds the Lime-twiggs, ſo 
*-Is Love to man an everlaſting Foe, 


And he that call'd it fire, pierced well into 


Its Treacherous Nature; for if fire you view; - 

Ho bright and beautiful it is. Approach, 

* How warm and comfortable? but when toucht, 

Oh how it burns; the Monſter-bearing Earth 

Did never Teem ſuch a Prodigious Birth. 

* Wheree're Love fixes its Imperial Seat, 

Cottage and Pallace to its Rage ſubmit. 1251 3 
So abſolute is its too large Command, . 

Not hing can its Tyrannick pow r withſtand. 

«So Love, if you behold it in a pair 

Of Starry- eyes, in a bright trels of hair; 

How temptingly it. looks what kindly flames 

elt breaths ? what Peace, hat Pardons it proclaims? 

* But if thou doſt it in thy boſom keep; 

So that it gather ſtrength, and can but creep, 

No Tygteſs in Hircanian Mountains Nurſt, 1, 

*© No Z16/an-Lyone(s is half.ſo-curſt;-. 9 — 


Nor frozen Snake ſoſterd:wieh humane brrath, 3 


His Flames are hot as Hell, Bonds ſtrong as Death. 
Dor. Why all this ſtorm? leave her, and rage no more, 
Sylv. Preach ſilence to the Winds; Ile ne're give ore. 

© Women, per fidious Women; all that's naught, 

«In Love, from Von is by. Infection caught. 

He of himſelf is good, meek as the Dove, | 

That draws the Chariot of the Queen of Love. 

But you bave made him wild 


« You, Fho your (ar „your Pride, and Pleaſure place 
a the. meer out-fide of a Wanton face. 5 
Nor ist your buſineſs how to pay true Love, 
« And ſtudy whether ſhall more conſtant prove. 
« Ta biad two.ſouls in one, and of one heart, 

To make the other but the Counter. part. 


But 


Paſtor Fido. Oh 
But how to uſe thoſe arts you ſhould abhor; 
ce To paint your faded Cheeks, to cover o'ce 
ec The faults of Time and Nature. How ye make 
ce Pale Feulemort a pure Vermillion take; 
Fill ap the wrinckles; dye black, white; a ſpot 
« With a ſpot hide, where tis; make'c where tis not. 
ec And all the while ſuch Torment you are in, 

That tis at once a Penance and a Sin, | | 
Doro. But for Coriſces Crimes, why muſt you ſtrike: | 
At the whole Sex? $51 | 5 
Sjlv, Damne em, they're all alike. 

Dor. But why ſuch rayling e 

Sylv. Rayling do youcall't ! 
There's not that Accuſation, nor that Gailt, 

As barbareus as Hell could ere invent; 

Of which Perſidious Woman's innocent. 

<« Do their lips open? Ete they ſpeak, they lye; 

<« And if they ſigh, they lye moſt damnably. 

« Falſe lights theit Eyes are, and falſe weights their Ears; 

ce Their Hearts falſe meaſures, and falſe Pearl their Tears. 

So talk, or look, or think, or laugh, or cry; 

<< Seem, or Seem not; walk, fit, or ſtand, « cf lye. 

Dor. If Women are ſuch Monſters as you make, 
How have they Charms, mens hearts how can they take? 
"- Sylv, Their Snare's ſo plain, you'd wonder we ate caught 
But Love is man's misfortune, not his fault. 

Ford promote their curſt bewitching Arts, 

They feal our Reaſons firſt, and then our Hearts. 

And th' acts of Mad. men can't be call d their ſin, 

And none but Mad - men ever take Love in. | 

Yes, Mad indeed, when we repoſe our truſt 

In thoſe who would dye, rather than be juſt. 

I heſe are the curſed Arts, theſe are the ways JJ 3: 
« That have made Love ſo hateful in our dagss. 

* Falſe and A yn Nymph. Example take 

ec By me, unskifful Lovers, how ye malee 


An Idol of a Face 3, and takt for granted, 


<« There's no ſuch Devil as à Woman Sainted. 


- 


bw. hy | 


12 | Paftor Fido, 


« She thinks her Wit and Beaury without peer; T7: 1. 0 
* And o te thy {laviſh Soul does domineer, Gl 
ce Like ſome grear Goddeſs, counting thou wert bora 
As a thing Mortal only for her corn. 
ce Takes all that praiſe as Tribute of her merit. 
« Which is the flattery of thy abject rann 
Dor. Why then ſo humbly is that Sex adored ?: 
And each kind Look with ſighs and tears implor d 
© Theſe are the Womans Arms: Take che beſt way, 
Purſue, and tire, and ſeize her as your prey - 95 
Sylv. Thou haſt inſpirid my ſoul, and le bey. 
Since Tears and Prayers ate vain, a bolder coutſe 
Fle ſteer: I am reſolved t'enjoy by force: bil 
ce muſt ſtrike fire out of her Breaſt,” by dint 
<<Of Steel 3 what Fool uſed Bellows to Flint 2 2 0 
e Coriſca, thou ſhalt find ne more ofπWẽʒ, oe + 217 
< That baſhfut Lover No; le let her ſe re 
:5 That Love ſometimes (though he appear ſtark blind)” 
“Can from his Eyes the Handkercher ahbind; N 
And when I once have got her in my Arms, 
lie * and revel in ane "OE Obarchs. FOR 


* — : — . 5 
o. I 10 
"AC T the: e Second; 5 4 57504 
7 1 55 
Enter Moatajo and Titiro, "kad 


Titiro. He is it poſſible my Daughter ſhou'sd . 

* By Heay'ns be deſting or the genera 6289? 
« For when 1 1 4 77 words och Oracle, , .t., - 
Me- thinks with thoſe the Sigbes agree not not well. 
te If Love maſt ja ayn 'em, aud the one de des * 
Ho can that de? How can the Fro which tye 
c The True - Loves. not be hatred and diſdain?⸗ 
Did Heav'n intend this Martjages” twould. ordain,. ;\. T9 
Beauty, not. Hounds ore Males heart ſhould reign... 


Aan. 


2 


The Solems Oath age h Nay hom prove — 
tc 4 5710 Gyddefs i 15 £0 2 and ho x loon E 


But 1 declare as far as 1 diſcern: 


But ſay,. What did Re Ai 


Tit. He AF; vi - 
unt, Not ſo, but Le 
it, But Loves a 


Since want of Love is that this ag! 
1 have but li 8 


Mont. What if chis Marti; 
is made en f arth, their mütusl 
« To violate which, were raſhly 3285 
&« The God- 1 4 Cyat 25 in prof, mY 


sto be incenſt, hou tt not toleara, Ae Hm ft 


8 
$4 +® ned Ba 


And a Prieſts mind ta et up 2. the thy 6 
« Can into the eternal -ounſels pry Oy t 
< This Knot is tyed dy. the hands . 0 F 
e Beſides, I ii à Nream haye ſomething vie wd. 
Wich my old hopes has more than e re fenen d. 
Tir. Dreams, what are they? Your hope's too ſtrongly 
ry form preſe! N A (bear 3 * 


Moni. Whe ing Ladon we⸗ ary of his Yoke, 
<« The Banks with his W ki 125 aſh e a 
So that where Birds but lately built their Neſts, 
*Ufurping Fiſhes ſwam; and Men and Beaſts _. 
„With Flocks and Woods promiſcuouſly. ta a, 
{© Th'Impartial Deluge ſwept into the Main. 
© That very night, that very night undone, 
« Toft a Child, and then my only Son : 
Whilſt in his Cradle the poor Infant lay, ,- 
<< The cruel. Torrent raviſht him away: 5 | 
I owe my Death to that unhappy day, . 

Tits And I may ſay of thy two Sons; . the Floods 
Have raviſnt one, the other' s loſt ich Woods. 

Moni. Perhaps kind Heay'a inthe ſarviving- ; "EY 3 
<« Will by the one make me amends for cother.. 
Aae always good to hope; now hear me out: 


mas at the dawning of the Morn , about 
„That 
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e That Mangrel hour, which getten betwixt Nighe 

4 And day, is half an Achiop/and half White: 
When kind Heay'n to my waking fancy brought _ 
Theſe lively Images of Fate, me thought nn 
On famed Alpheos-banks I Angling ſate 

ec under a I eas there came up ſtraight”! *- 

* Agraye old Man, dow to tie middle bare; 

ce His Chin all dropping, and his grizled hair, 
And ſaid, Loe, here's thy Son, and take good heed 

Thos kill him not, then dived into the Reed: 

Startled, I cry'd, Propitious Heav'a defend? 

No ſooner did the Reverend ſhape deſcend; _— | 
** Bur ſtrait black Clouds'obſcured the Heavn around, 
* And threatning me with a dire Tempeſt fround , 

e to my boſom clapt the Babe for fear, Se 

<: And cryed, ſhall then one hour both give and bear 

* Away my hopes: Streight all the ayr was turn d 
* Serene, and Thunder: bolts to aſhes bura'd, 
Feil hiſſing in the water; with Bows Brolcen 
* And Shafts by thouſands; Signs which did betoken 

© Extinguiſhe Vengeance; then a ſhrill Voice broke” -. 
< From the riv'd Beech, which in its tongue thus poke; 
* Believe Montano, and thy hopes ftill nouriſh,. © 


* Thy fair Arcadia once agen ſhall flouriſh.” ,_ 

Titi, Can your fond hope from ſuch weak fancies riſe © 
* Alas, Montano Dreams are Hiſtories 
«Of what is paſt, rather chan Prophecies . 
* Of what's to come; mere ſragments of the ſight, 
Or thoughts of the paſt day reviv'd at nigbt. 
Man's Doom, and the great Oracles of Heav'n' 
Are never by ſuch feeble voyces given. 
la ſhort, how Heay'n has deſtined to diſpoſe 
* Of our two Children, neither of us knows. 
But this is clear to both of us; thine flyes, 
And zgainſt Natures Laws does Love deſpiſe, 

Mont. Take courage Titiro, do not debaſe 
** Your thoughts with mortal fears, but nobly place of 


e Your 


* o 3 * 4 
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*. Your h above: He: a 0 ours a ſtrong Faith, 

© Adee Prayer 5e e its dat Ardaous 

cc Our Childrens i you know Diese. 

« Aud Heav'a that (miles "7 all, will og W 

« Onits own Progen y. Come Tine, 
11 the Temple ler us 120 


And humbly bow 96 che Eivrai 
T1 Prayers have pow r, if Dreams date none. 


Victims an 
$6 And eau b 2 of, che — that rideſt 
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Euer Abl 
Amr. Riches, What are they; but out Feeds ſoares. 
te What boots it in the Spring. me of ones years, 
« To have the Attributes of fair and good; 
ee In mortall Veins to lock era blood os * 


And what we moſt defire, want 'of 
« Happy that Shepherdeſs, whom ſonh. 
© OQbſcurely Cloaths, - et clean and jſtegough. 
«Rich only in her ſelf, and in the beſt® 

c And nobleſt Ornaments of Nature dreft, x 

W hoſe narrow ſtate no forreign Cares diſtreſs : 

Her Boſom, and her lictle World ar peace. ä 
« Who in ſweet, Poverty no want does kuow. 
Nor the Diſtractions, which . Riches grow. 

« Yet whatſoe ver ma ſufſice the mind, 

<« Tn that Eſtate abundantly does- find. | 
„One Fountain is her Locking. glaſs, her Drink, 

&< And Bath; and if ſhe's pleas d, whit others think, 
« It matters not. She heeds not blazing Stars 

4 That threaten mighty Ones; Wars or no YO: 

<«[t is all one to her: Her Battlemene 


* And Shield is that ſhe's Poor, Poorzbut content. 
* ne, 


———. 


ih, Paſtor Fuba 


Eater Corilga. ; 4 (Aue 
Cor: Beyond py wiſh I'm from by wy Fare, Abe: 
Tus c* oy I be Lan he . 12 P00 
Oh kind Ergafio, a more ra ce 
Thou could not grant, nar ent Enya 
Under the Name of Amarylit Hrien 01724 i 0% 
I have fit means, anda rw rnd 4.0 opt nk 
Amar. Coriſea! 17 . l 384 185 en 1 
Cori]. My dear Amaryls here? F 
Amarys. Ves kind Coriſe,; all cars lefs of her. A 
I'm to be Married; all that Oer was mine, t 1 
My freedom, and. myh art, all That was thine; . 


My eng friend 75 and my miles, are ours no more; 
They are all ſeiz d by a commanding Po . 

Coriſc. Do not with needleſs fears diſturb your peace: 
Why muſt your freedom and our friendſhip ceaſe : 
There's no ſuch Fetters, no ſuch- dangers Walt i r 
Upon the ſweet and bappy Marryed tate 

Amar. Happy and Sweet——Alls— A $33 37d 6 


Coriſc. © Why do you fetch A 

ce That ſigh? Leave bghing to 85 Wach. 111 
Amar. What Wetten? 5 fob Husten i bn 
Coriſc. 


Muirtillg. e c 
Amar. Whato oh that, bleſt Name. Cafe 
Coriſc. Only e ſaved his Liſe. * 
Amar. His Life! How came 


His Life in danger? en od 


Cor. By his diſpait for. von. 8111; 1898 an! 


That hour he firſt your fatal Contract knew, cel 
The killing ſound no donbt had mortal pro d. 
Had not my kindneſs half his pain removd; 


By premĩſing to break this Match, which e 

only ſaid to comfort him, I know 

The way if need were | > » (i? 
Amar, Dear Coriſca, (peak 5 : 

Can thy kind help this cruel Gordian break: 2 
Coriſc. Ves, eaſily. 8 3 209 | 

Amar. My better, Angel, how 2 525 25 [x 


Co. 


Puftor Fido. "v7 
Cor. By Heay'n ſhe loves him, and m | 
fears 4 true. 1 ge Aſide. 

To break this Marriage off, if you would pleaſe 

1 aſſiſt me, is a thing Ide do with eaſe. 
Au ar. Unkind Coriſca, had you in your pow'r 

This bleſſing, and conceal d it till this hour? 

Well, _ you hide your ſecrets, yet take mine: 
Know when I think I muſt my heartreſign, 

* And all my Life, be ſubject to a Boy, 

That hates me, and does place his only joy 

In Woods, in Beaſts, in Dogs, and Hunts-mens crysz 
That thought to my wrack'd ſoul all Peace denys. 
Why was I born of Heav'n)y race for this: 

« Happy that poor and humble Shepherdeſs, 

ce Who has not half my weighty Cares to keep 

<« Her heart awake; who feeds her Maſter's Sheep 
With the pearld graſs, and with her lovely eyes, 

ce Some honeſt Swain, that for her Beauty dyes. 

ce Not ſuch as Men or Gods chooſe to her hand, 

'« But ſuch as Love did to her choyce commend. 

« And in ſome favour'd ſhady mirtle Grove, 

« Deſires, and is deſired, and lives all Love: 

ce This only is true Bliſs, which till the breath . 

ct Deſerts the body, knows not what is Death. 

ce Would Heav'a had made me ſuch a one. 

Coriſ. Why that 

Tle wiſh; to ſave you tis not yet too late. ä 
Amar. Not late ! My Faith I have already given 
Both to my Father, and what's worſe, to Heavn: 

4. And break with them. I neither will, nor may. 

c Butif your Induſtry. can find a way 

ce T*anty this Knot, fo that my Honeſty, 

« My Faith, my Fame, and my Religion be 1 
ce Preſerved, how bleſt, how proud | 

Cor. Leave ii to me. | 
Coriſcas Glory, and herpow'r, this day, 
In all their colours-ſhall their Pride diſplay. 
1 IS DB © But 


— — 
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ut when from an ill Husband thou art freed; 
© May not an honeſt Lovers hopes ſu cceed? 
Mirtillo you muſt Love, you ſhal-——nay mote, 
Muſt give him leave to ſee you, and adore, 


Amar. were better he'd in peace and ſilence reſt, 


<« And root ſo vain a love out of his Breãſt. 


Coriſ. Some comfort you ſhall give him e're he dye. 


Am! Half favours do but heighten miſery. 
Coriſ. c If they do ſo, the ſeeking is his own. 


Amar. c And what muſt I expect, ſhould it be known ?- 


Ceriſ. How Cowardly thou art. 
Amar. And may I. ſtill 
« Be Cowardly in any thing that's ill. 


Coriſ. And can you fail me in this ſmall requeſt. . 


Farewell; ſo may I fail thee in the reſt. 
Amar. Oh ſtay Coriſca.' | 
Coriſ. If you promiſe me 

< To hear L CF os 6 
Amar. Well, He promiſe thee 

To hear him; but provided it may. be 

But once, _ i | 
Coriſ. But once. | | 
Amaryl. And that he may not know- - 


We meet with my conſent-or knowledge . 


Coriſ. No: | 


You cannot think Tle be ſo indiſcreet. 


Lle make him think tis by my plot you meet. 

Truſt to my care; your ſafety in my hand, 

Your faithful Creatures pow'r and Life command. 
Amar, Farewell kind Maid. 

Coriſ. Believing Fool, farewell; 

Yes, truſt me, J will ſerve thee; but as Hell 

Serves Sinners; I will lead her fairly on 

Till paſt Redemption loſt, ſhe is undone. 

She Loves AGrills: © + ©. 

And Rivalſhip enflames me to that height, 

That now Hove him at that ſenſeleſs rate, 

That for his ſake 1'de ſtartle at no crime. 

Nay, I could e ne turn Fool, and Marry him. 


Ces. 


Enter = 


s of 


Po for Fith. ug 


—— — 


Enter eas: , ruſhing 1 behind the Stent, al 
tatches her. 


Oh Amaryllis lam caught, I am . 3 


Stay and aſſiſt me. 
$ylv, No, ſhe hears thee not. 
cc Thou Mrs. in the art of making Lyes, 


That (cl falſe looks, falſe hopes at ſuch a price, 


ce With honeſty ſtampt on thy havghty brow, 
None of thy falſehoods ſhall deceive me now, 
Coriſ. To me this barbrous Language? 
Sylv. Yes to thee. 
Now Le reward thee for thy Treachery, — 
Thou Cheat, Difſembler, Witch, and Sorcereſs; 5 
Petjur'd Coriſce. 
Coriſc. © Yes, Ido confeſs 
«IT am Coriſca; not that happy the, 
& Who once was Courted and beloved bye, 
My gentle dear Sylvan. | 


* 


Sylv. Gentle, dear! | 
What ſweetnigg words, what a new ane is here? 5 
Oh che Converſions that are wronght by fear, 


Was this the language, this the humble look, 

When Me for the young Thyrſis you: forfook : 

And from that heat, juſt ſealed to me before, 

All your repeated Oaths to Niſo ſwore. | 
So Who, I forſake thee ? rake back the leſt pu 

From thee-of that iatire devoted mane” 

Which is thy ſacred right. 
Sylvan. Oh wondrons ſtrange END 

No, no; *Your conſtancy can never change! 

Since of your Crimes you can forgetful be, 

My Vengeance ſhall refreſhyour memory. 
Coriſ. Vengeance! Oh Heavens, on whom :? 
Sylv. On thee Enchantreſs, thee fair del; 

Thon haſt not 4 5 the Traytors part ſo well, 

As I will do the Lovers. Thanks kind pow'rs, 


After ſo many fighs and tedious hours, 
D 2 My 
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My Life and Fortune's ſpent to buy your ſmiles, | 

Kind Fate at laſt rewards my weary toy ls, f 8 

And my falſe fair one, now Ile tryumph in the ſpoyls. 

Since ſo much Hell within your Boſom reigns, 

Ile Conjure all the Devils in your Veinsgs. 

Ceriſc. Oh Horrour ! My ſoft Peace, how can you fright? 

Can you hurt her whom once you call d your dear delight: 

What Faith in Men can Wretched Virgins find, 

If my Sylvans ceaſes to be kind. 

Sylvan. Ceaſe to be kind to thee. By Heav n not I, 

Ile be fo kind | 
Coriſ. Oh my hard deſtiny ! | : | 
Sylv. That not thy Father, when in all his heat, 

And Youth, he did thy wanton Mother treat, 

To raiſe this Curſed race to damne Man- kind, 

Was ever half ſo hot, or half ſo kind. 

He, lazy Nuptial Fool did only move 5 


In the dull humane Path of making Love.; 

But Ile turn Raviſher, and port (he Jove. 
Coriſe ** Behold me at thy feet, Oh pardon me, 

Af ever I by chance offended thee, 

e My Idol; bythoſe God · like looks, theſe mre 

* Than humane Knees, which claſping, 7 adore. .. 

de By thy dear {elf Sylvano;ʒ thy more dear 

et Affection which thou once to me didſt ſwear: 

ey the ſweet influence of thoſe Eyes, which thou 

« Wert wont to call two Stars, two Fountains now. 
Sylu. T extract theſe Tears, what wonders have I done? 

Such ſoft Dew falls not after evety Sun. | 
Ceriſc. Dear Sylvan, pitty me, and let me go. | 
'$ylv. © Thinkſt thou (till $yrew to deceive me? No. 
Coriſc. Oh let me go, try me but once, and ſee, . 

How juft, how faithful, and how kind Ile be. C 
Hlv. No, Jam grown too wiſe to credit thee; 4 

e And he that takes thy word, himſelf enſnares, 

Beneath this humble ſhew, beneath theſe Prayers. 
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ce Is hid Coriſcs, I too long delay. | 
My Pleaſure and Revenge calls me away, 8 
Come my fair Martyr. | 
Coriſc. Oh Inhumane ſtay, . 
Hear me but one word. more. 
Sylv. You beg in vain. | 
Coriſc. Have you no pity leſt 2 ſhall I obtain 
No Mercy? | 
8 None, Ile drag you to my Cave, 
And go more treat you as my Saint, but Slave. 
There, Oh my Vengeance] Oh my pleaſure! 
Coriſc. Hold. | 
Ate you reſolv'd © | | 
Sy. As firm as Fate, and leſs to be controul d. 
Have you done whining : 
Coriſc. Oh thou baſe, and not ny 
© To be exampled Slave, half Man, half Goat, 
« And all a Beaſt; thou Natures Out-caſt, born 
For her Diſgrace, and for Coriſcas Scorn. 
© Coriſca Loves thee not! thou think'ſt the truth 3. 
What ſhould ſhe ſee in ſuch a Charming Youch? 17 
Sylv. Now your true ſelf appears; but do not thin 
Curſes or Prayers ſhall make Sy/vano ſhrink; 1 22 
Coriſc. Infernal Beaſt, let go your hold, be gone; 
Think not the impious deed's (o eaſily done. | 
That minute thy Impiety ſhall dare 
But touch me, with my ſhrieks Tle fill the Ayre; 
And call down all Heav'ns Thunder on thy head: 
Nay, Ile turn Baſilisk, and look thee dead. | 
Sylv. Call Thunder down ! as if the Gods would hear 
Thy out cryes Devil. I ſo. little fear | 
Heav'ns Anger for. ſo juſt, ſo brave an aft, 
That in the very height of all the Fact, 
Fle with ſuch pride the glorious deed commit, 
Thar T'le my ſelf call Heavn to witneſs it. 
Coriſc. Hell and Damnation thy black ſoul confound. . 
And eyerlaſtiag Horrour ſhade me round. M4! 


Siu. 
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Sylv. But I'm 
Too gentle: In this poſture 1 appear 
More like a Courtier than a Raviſher, 
Fur s the garb my Inj'ries ſhould wear: 
Beaſt as thou art, I'le drag thee by the hair. 
[_Lets go her Arms, and twiſts his hands in her Hair. 
My Rage cannot commit an act too foul : 
Fright me away? I'm not that eafie Fool | 
As he drags her away, her Hair comes off; and Sytrans 
4 falls ;, at which time ſhe runs off. 
Perdition ſeize her. Oh ſhe's gone; was e re 
Such an Eſcape, ſuch a defeat as here 
Was ever man ſo Fooled.! Thou all made up of Wiles; 


Was t not enough thy words, thy looks, thy ſmiles © 


Were all deceit ; falſe, treacherouſly fair, 

-« But you muſt likewiſe falſifie your hair. 

The glowing Amber, and the flowing Gold 

60 Which you,mad Poets, ſo extol, behold! 

c Bluſh, bluſh now at your errour, and recant | 
e. Your thread: bare Theam ; inſtead whereof, go paint 
The arts of a deform'd and impious Witch; 
Breaking up Sepulchres by Night; from which 

ce She ſteals the hair, which upon Deaths- head grows, 

« To Imp her own; which ſhe fo neatly does, MIL 


That ſhe has made you praiſe, what you ſhou'd more 
'« Then dire Meg eras Snaky locks abhor. [ Bxit, * 


SCENE the Third. 


Enter Gerana and Dorinda. 

Dor. To follow Sylvio, is that a Crime? 
:I'de wander o're the World to follow him. 

Not Savage Deſarts with their Beaſts of prey, 
And all their frightful Recks ſhonld ſtop my way. 

Ger. Come dear Dorinda, do not fig Hi in 8 10 "th 
Come Love no more; but ſhake off af che | 
Should Maids; in wild Young Men; place chele denglt; 
Alas, they ce Creatures not co pleaſe, but fright. 

Dor. 


* 


* 
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Dor. You were young once, and if you told me true, 
You ſaid You Lov'd, And did they frighten you?  * 
Ger. But when I Loved, twas at a Womans Age. 

I ſtood upon my Guard againſt their rage. 

| I was more able too the ſtorm to bear: 

But they are Creatures which You ought. to ſear, 
Ravenous as Lyons, and more fierce than they: 
Wbilſt Slaviſn Vomen mult their Wil's obey, 0 
And to their furious Appetites give way: 

They have defires, to which You cannot bow. 

Dor, But you have tryed, and you ſhall tell me how. 

Ger. Poor Innocence, you know not what you ſay: 
There's Debt, in Love, you are too young to pay. 

Alas, thou'rt Ignorant 

Dor. Why then Ide learn. 

Ger. Alas, your own defires you can't diſcern. 

Dor. To pleaſe my Love, What is it that I want? 
Can he ask any. thing I cannot grant? 

No, I ha ve ſo much Love, that 1 believe. 
Tve rather more than I know how to give. 
Inſtruct me, for Ide pleaſe him if I cou d. 
Wbat are thoſe Debts? 1know they muſt be good. 
Love is a God, Ive heard our Shepherds ſay : - 
And all that Gods command, we ſhould obey. 
If I've more hearts than yet I underſtand, 
Tell me, they ſhall be all at his command. 
- Ger, Inquire nd farther pretty Innocence, 
But think of Loving $y/vzo ſeaven years hence. 

Dor, And muſt I ſtay ſo long, ſo long a time? 

Ger. Vour Beauty then will be in all its prime. 

Dor. Have I not all my Beauty yet ? is it, 

For that my Sylvio cannot Love me yet? 
My wants in Beauty are this way ſupply d, 
Tve Love enough, what e're I want beſide. 

Ger, Do but obſerve the Beauties of the Ma: 
Yours will be oace as ripe, and bright as they: 

Stay till your worth is better anderſſobd. 5 
All theſe gay flowers were once but inthe Bud. - | 
ve 251 el! 4587 Ber. 


I've no time now to fool away an hour. 
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Dor. Muſt Virgins then grow up as Roſes do? 

Pray, how is tha-t? 

Ger. To Age their Sweets they owe. Wo. 
Whilſt by th'warm Sun, and che Kind Spring, they blow, 

Dor. If then my want of growth be all my fa ut, 
Me- thinks I need not ſtay ſeav 'n years for that. 
Let but my Sylvio Love me: He has ſuch charms, 
Me- thiaks I could ſhoot up in Sy lvios Arms. g f 
His charming looks would make me any thing. DAY. | 
So kind a Sun would ſoon bring on the Spring. 1 


Enter Sylvio and Hunts-men croſſing the Stage Sylvio ſee- 
ing Dorinda, offers to go. 
Der. Stay Sylvio, do not flye me. 

Ger, Cruel, ſtay. . 
Cannot ſuch ſuppliant Beauty ſtop your way? Hel = 
Sylv. My Torment here. Caſide. 
To ſtay, I want the power. 


Ger, Inhumane; is this treat a reeompence 
For all the groans of dying Innocence? ' n 
Thou man, more barbarous than the Scythian Race, 


And Savager than the wild Beaſts you chace. 1 7 1 


Dor. Dearer than Life, and ſweeter than the Spring. 

My Joy, my Love, my Heart, my every thing. 

Oh unkind Nymph, can you ſo Cruel prove, 

To talk ſo harſhly to the Man I Love? 

Dear Sylvio What have 1 ſaid— 

Me · thinks Ibluſh, yet why; I do not know. 

Something I've ſaid.qr done, I ſhould not do. 

To ſay I Love-him,chere's no ſin ip that: 

To tell the truth, ſure cannot be a Faut. 

And yet me- think . 1 

A ſecret ſhame into my ſace does flye, | 

And ſays tis men ſhould Court, and Maids deny. 
Sylv. What is the cauſe flit Nymph— 
Dor. Fair Nymph4 Ah nie ion toe 

You call Mme fair, but co not think me 10. 8 

- Sylv. What idle frenzy can ſo pow'rful be, 

To make you take ſuch pains to follow me: Dor. 
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Bes. Why do yon wk? Asif you did not know. © 
I would be near you whereſo're you go: Ne 
Do, let me follow you, let me benear. © 
ce Te hold your Ars, and your Quiver bear: 
And if your precious Life ſhould e re, 
By the wilde Bore you chace, in danger be, 
Tle ſtep between, and he ſhall firſt Kill me. 
In Sylvio 1 0 is my ſole delight: 
On you I think all Day, and dream all Night. 
And in che'Morning, when by reſtleſs Cates 
I early wake, and go to ſay my Pray rs, 
All on a ſudden, when I kneeling bow, 
And think I ſpeak to Heavy n, I Pray to You. . 
Yet unkind 8y/vjo from Borinda flyes. © 
Takes all my Heart, yet gives me none of His. 
Sylv. Why do you throw away a heart ſo ill? 
I never yet knew Love, nor ever will. = 
Or if 1 did, tis in the Chace, the Groves 
And Woods : My Hawks and Honnds have all my Loves. 
Dor. In Love with Hawks and Hounds! Thoſe Crea- 
eures, Sir, have got 
Their Loves already. Theyreby Nene taught 
To Love amongſt themſelves. Thoſe humble Creatures too, 
Are not deſerving to be Loved by Jou. 
Sylv. Well Nymph, I ſee I wrong you by my ſtays 
Tle take the Cauſe then of your Gtieſs away. 
Adieu. 3 | 
© Dor, Stay but one minute; muſt we part ; 


So ſoon ? I ſee the cauſe of all my [marr : 
"Tis Amaryllis takes up all your heart. 
Sylv. Before 1 god 
That little ſatisfaction you ſhall have, 
I gave my hand; my heart I never gave. 
Dor. Bo you not Love her tllen? 
Sylv. By Heav'ns, not I. 
Dor. Does ſhe want Charms? 
Sylu. Their Influence I defie. | 
Dor. But are you ſure you do not Love her? 


Sv. Why: Dx. 
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Dor. Do you not think, and wiſh yau know not h 
And Dream̃ of her Ng 28 Iof V 285 * He 

Sylv. Ithink not of her wakipg, nor afleep,, © * 
My heart does no ſuch worthleſs Triffles keep... 

Dor. You've eas'd me of I know hat ho much! . 
I'm Charm'd to hear you ta k with 1 55 Stan, 3 
Malice or Love, ot both, W ter 18 of do 
I'm pleas'd he Loves not her, chou he Rats hates 

[The Hunts-men : 2 5 fon 2 

Sylv. Hark, Tam "fe; my Yy a Fe | 
Farewell. a 6 

Dor. You ſhall not 80. OY 

Sylv, I muſt got ſtã | 

Dor. Have you no Love, not pity, ct Mad * 725 

Sylv. Wel 9 ou as much as e re I can. 

Dor, Well Syluio, | 

If by your Hate Tm Doom d. to. be undone ; | 
I'm the firſt lighted Maid that, dyed ſa ſoon.” 78 
- Sylv, Well powrfut Nymph, 5 
For the unreſt, the ſighs, and pa ins, 10 long.” 
You've borne, i in Charity Ya ron ſo 885 
For once I wtll be kind. 5 * 
Dor. , Will-you'k e kind: er 
Kind to Dorisda! Oh. my bene 150 TEE 2 
And will you Loye me, 2—-l nee lived till now. —. 
Shall I be yours :=— My Jo s too mighty grow. 
| If the unreſt I've_borne your Minde {s win, 
To keep you kind, Ile never ſleep agen. 
And if you ve Charity, becauſe I'm- young, | 
Be ſure T'le nere grow old but why ſo long 
A ſileace? why this diſtances Did yau ſay 
You would be kind, and do not know the way... 4 
Swains, when they're Kind, their deareſt Nymphs approach, | 
Wich all their greedy 3 Joys: zheir hands they tonch, 5 
And kiſs em o're and o're. ; 
Then round their Necks their twining Arms they throw: : 
Were I a Swain in Love, I ſhould do ſo. 
871. Hold gentle Nymph, and give me leave to bak 
Do not my promis d Charity miſtake, + (var 


c 
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Tour argon has my ſtubborn ſpirit bow d 


L would Leu if Icould, —--—-- —- 


_Semuch; that 
And this Effeminate Confeſſion, none 
Of your whole Sex could win, but you alone. 
Dor. And is it 'thids, you're kind: 2 
ok „Love I. de te can. 
my ug Fendi lerer um a 
You — my Pitty; all I cun Tle grant. 
Nor will Iſay I Love you, when Icanc. / | 
Dor. You cannot Love? EEE 
Sy. My kindnefs is f SEA, 0D 1 P 
I will not pay your Love wit Wen 15 n 


Nay, in compaſſion to your fighs and tears 


Each riſing Sun all heat my Zextons Prayers 
le beg kind Heav'n that Love no moe, Un 
And your Converſio n my hnees ile. en sr A ert 


924 


Once we rk va} Bt OY . ede ee 
Dor. Why buſty Bi | $5 
Stay, and berervel ſtill, and ki me. equi © Exit, Sylv. 
Gerr. Ene let bim go, add Wan this ſcorn, 
May he by Heaven; Faule 5 > N 

ela 5 


By lame wild Monſter in a 
And 3 ge curſe is mi 


The no neur; ence; n ay 5 | 
e ee came Nis Ry... - 
92 ng fed with H nila | n 
| as; f would forgive him 

0 ind S Yer from my Love does fl R 
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ACT the Third. 


Enter Amaryllit with a Ttain of Sheplierdeſs, » ho 
enter Singing. 
r 
504 Hy 4 the fooliſh World 3 
And Loves dull. 35 es fing ſo loud? 


What idle Sabjeds muſt they make, 
Who choſe 4. Hind and Childifh Boy their 0 * 


What dearer Toys our Freedoms brings, 

Whilſt the wing'd Quire on every * 

Charm'd with our Bliſs in Conſort fing3,. 2 

And Night and Day our harmleſs pl . view.” / . 


Chor. Tis Shame and ibe Night Loves folly does cover, 
And only the Bat and Schreichomi that hover © © q 
Abont the. dark Windows: 6) 4 uro dell Lover. ;< 


The Song ended, chey Dance, which dane, they 11 fing- 


ing, and ene enters and ſtays Am Is. 
Manem only Coriſc. and Amar: 
cor. ce Mal 80 ſpeak. to him, or hel not ſtir. 


Enie Miirtillos 5 
Mirt, I would approach her, but : move no  nigher: 1 
How near co Impotence is Fae re? 
co riſc. Make ſt, or. ſhe is loſt. 
Amar. * Whatdo I view! i —_— 
Mirt:-* Stay; If this action to 5 ſcora be due, 
<«< Behold the Weapon, and the Breaſt. [holding his - 
| Dagger to 5. Breaſt | 


Amar. Thou haſt © 


—— that Sentence thy raſh tongue has paſt. 
cauſe, bold man, could thy preſumption move 


To 


e Since that lov 


To interrupt my ſoft enen, ont! 
Airt. Love. i t een 1678 Wea 
Amar. Love is not rude. — T 
Mint. Can it be rudenefs when [kneel befoie- 

That dear Celeſtial Creature I adere, - - 

Is it a Crime t᷑ approach what we admire. 

Do but obſerve} fair Nymph, how the wi ee 


Each wandriag Bird flyes 6yer Woods Mary: 


To mix its Ayres with the dear Marte it loves. 
And what their Loves and weaker ſenſe has done, 
Should daſtatd Man, the Lord of Reaſon ſnun? 


Amar, And is this Love? Did Lore in # opp ſoor-t ſteps fteer, * 


Prayers, not ſurprizes would have brought you — 25 
Mirt. As a wilde Beaſt, ent: Nane Food, 


c Ruſhes on Travellers Kombat Wood. = 


So Ih that only live on thy fair Eyes, 
d Food thy "Cruelty denys, 
in my fair Prey, a-Ravenous Lover ſeize, 
To my long famiſnt Love, the only eaſe. 
My Paſſion, and my Fears wete long at ſtrife, 
And 'twas a ftratagem to ſave a Life. 13 
Amari Alas, you Perſecute me, but in vain. | 
What is it you can ask, of hope t obtaia ? 
Mirt. Once ere Fdye, to hear me. 
Amar. Well Sir, that Boon I grant. But thibefores: 


Say little, quickly part, and come no more. 


Ari. © Then that I lobe thee more than I 90 love 
My Life; if thou doubt ſt, Cruel, ask this e | 


Each ſtupid Rock, each Mountain, which ſo oft, 


I by the yoyce of my Complaints, made ſoft. 


"Behold theſe Flowers that make the Earth ſo proud, 


«Thoſe Stars which naile the Firmament The crowd. - 
Of Nights, bright Gems atteſt mychig deſires; . 


- They've all been witneſs of my reſtleſs ſites. 5 12 


A 
%. 


To the adored bright Beaurys of choſe Eyes, 
My ſoul with all herwing'd + aFeQtions _ ; 
But ſince you bid prog bur little, 1 


£Shull ſay bur ade, fajing thas l des 1 
2d 35:96 W vt | a” . 
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« And ſhall do leſs in dying: ſince Jſee 4 
e How much my death is coveted by Thees.. 1 
Vet when I'm Dead, why 2 24 2v0l x; AS 
Yau'l pircy what to Live you can't permit; FRA 
« Muſt choſe bright Stats which-my Loves Torches _—_ 
Light too my Funeral Tapers, and fore. run 
As once my riſing, now my ſetting Sijn ? 4 0 
Amar, What ſhall Tfay* I cangot ſpeak. e te. 
Mirt. Fair Saint, 71 
Have you no ſenſe of my tos juſt Complaint : 117417 
Have you no Pity? {peak hat ee, 
This Fate to merit :. Muſt I talk alene 
Say ſomething Cruel, Nymph, —— x59 0} e THT 
Amar. What ſhould I ſays :: 
You know I mult not anſwer you your way. | 
Mirt. Say, dye, at leaſt, if nothing NRA >a 
Amar, That honeſt picty [ay gr94, yo bare. 
ce Other it is in wain to Hope or crave; 493% $183 var 8O 7? 
For amorous pitty you muſt ne te implare: « ol ym of 
« From her, who has given away all that before.- {1 <; - |, 
c But if you love me, and have told me rue; 
ce Love my good Name, my Life and Honour too 
ce You ſeek Impoſſibles: I am a Ward i * 
“ To Heav'n; Earth watches me, and my demande e 
If I tranſgreſs, is Death. But moſt of all! 
« Virtue defends me, Sir, your heat recall: 
On barren Rocks, none but th unhappy fall; 
« And 't is the part of Virtue to abſtain 4 414.98 
ce From what we love, if- it will prove: out bane. 
Mirt. He that no longer can reſiſt, muſt yield. 
Amar. Where Virtue reigus, all paſſions qr che field. 


[Afrt, < Love tryumphs over Virtue, 
Amar, Lie that men TW 10 
That cannot hat he will, will: what he cas. „2 101 
Mirt.Neceſſity af Loving, has do Law.. 07 
Amar. But effects ccaſe when Cauſes db with- rang f 
Tle ſee you then lo mor. 3 3%} % A: 111 bid Cuy 5; 11 25 ü 
Mirt. Oh ſtay ye 8m rt here z 100 N 1 FEE . 
#*Itt vain we flye what we about us bear. © There 


— 


. 


For ſhould he lo 


Tan. 


cc « There i is no Cure;batch 


xahich Desthadfurds . 
Amar, Death! Let me ſpea Shen; a0d be = theſs | 
© Beasa Charm to you, Although Iknaw,.,. (words 


« When Lovers talk of dying, it of oy ag ied 10 
« Rather an 1 amorqus cuſſomeaf; 
«© Then a reſoe of ming, 
« Yexifin earneſt yon ſhould ever take 
« So ſtrange 2 frenzy z know hat when yon make 
66 Your ſelf away, you my Fame too. 
cc Live then af. v0 do love mes and adieu. 

Mirt. And myt I live ſor ever in delpeir; 
Doom'd to a Life that is not worth my care? 


Amar, Airtillo, tishigh time you went aa, 


ce You have already made tos long a ſtay : _ _ 
Be gon, and let your griefs not grow too ſtrong, 
Of hopeleſꝭ Loyers, there's a numerous throng. 
© There is no wound, but camyes with it pain 3 
“And there are others, who of Love complain. 
Mit. How can I leave you ts :: + 
Amar. Why, Sir, fnould you ſay e 2 6 1447 
You know-my heart's alteady givemaway. 2270105 


You know Im tobe Marryed Sir, yet . NE 
Oh Heav'ns! Tde like have ud vas m will. 7,7 208 


Be gone, be gone 


er ſtay | 7 F fide.” 
I ſhall the weakneſs of my ſovl berray. Ip 
Miri. Why muſt I flye ſo ſaſt "46A all thats dear: 
Amar. Should but the Nymphs return, and find you here, 
This place they hold ſo ſacred, that they d tear 
You Limb from Limb: The Thracian Nymphs nere tore, 
« And Murder'd Orphem ſo on Hebrus nor. 
Mirt. Is that a fear ſhould drive Mirtillo heade's a 
What if the plaee be ſacted; the offence 
Proce eds from Love, and Love is ſacred too; 
They could nagt hurt che Slave that dyes for yon. 
Amar. He has ſtaid too long; his rale 24. 
has ſuch poꝗy) 4 1 0 
My Father I expect this very hours bag 
n 


the tongue n 72 .: 356403 e 
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And if be find you here, I alk poll donn e 


A Nations anger and a Fathers frown. 
Sir, for my lafety go. 
Mirt. That word alone could force 
Me hence; © but can T ſuffer this Divorce, K 
* And yet not dye; the pangs of death I'm ſure 


6 feel, and all that parting fouls enduree. [Exit 


Amar. Mirtills, oh'Mirtilo, couldſt thou ſee 
c That heart which thou condemn'ft of cruelty, + 


ce Soul of my ſoul; thoud ſt figdir ſo much thine, i 


Thoud'ſt give me pitty, and not ask me mine. 
« Ok why, if Lovebe ſuch a natural 5 
cc And pow'rſul paſſion, is it Capital? 
te Law too ſevere that Nature doeſt offend, 
c: Nature too frail that doſt with Law contend. 
Why muſt our bleeding hearts with ſorrow break, 
Whilſt modeſty forbids our Sex to ſpeak ? 
Oh dear Airtills, pardon thy fierce Foe, 
In words and looks, but ia her heart not ſo. 
<c Rut ĩf addicted to Revenge thou be: fy 
ee What greater Vengeance canſt thou take on me, — 4 
6 Then thy own — For, if thou beeſt my bear, 
«As in deſpite of Heav'n and Earth thou art; f 
6 Thy fighs my Vital ſpirits are; the flood 
28 of x tears which follows, is my vital blood. 
« And all theſe pangs, and all theſe groans of dune, 
& Are not thy pangs, are not thy groans, but mine. 
| 10 Enter Cori ſca and Celia. deſtrs > 
| Corſe Why pangs and gro ins? what ſhoald your _ 
W bat hinders your deſires, or bars your Joy? 55 * 
Come, you muſt love Mirtills : Why fo coy 2 | 

Amar. What do yon mean? You know our breach of Faick 
Is puniſht by th' Arcadian Laws with dea; . 

Coriſc, And is it that dull Nymph keeps you in a · we? 
ce Which is more ancient, tell me, Love or Law e CON 


Love's a Majeſtick pow- rz te 

Came in with Nature, and grew up: with Man, - Tl 

And with the world its Soverigity began. TH 
"Tonk 


——— ——_—_— a 3 
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Amar, Oh Heavens }Lſcarge dare gueſs at ber 2205 


But could I thy 7 p E 
eee e ay Lin AL = 
Leeden m 
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ce And on thy ſcruples 


Good days adieu. N 
ce Laws are not ſor che Wiſę. Ire ek . 0 ee e 
et Should merit death, Fove | ite nel mi a TY ox ; 
< Bur if Fools fall into. of „ Kis Kr h 5 
ce They be forbid ro fe e gs ee 5 
„ To'hide their qa I 

Amar Hold: chi 5 +5 4 
You ſtartle me to E fo 2 


Coriſc. Why (tran; LF BI. Io i. le 1 


One minute of our Life's. | + 5 
And who but Fools would Neb 2 As of OP 2 1. | 
Celia, convert her with that Song 1 (be (ng —_— 
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« Let 64 uf 3 fen,; 5 A: 
Snatch thoſe joys 1 Fee pee 7 ar 


Earth her on 
ce Aud renew her. e e . 
<< But our Winter, come, in 
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ce And mben o Forroms $ aebi ue; n 
& Love may f bus never Lover, 
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Amar. * Thon fäl al this oply 0b f fares r 
Not that thy th ou 18 cl bu jo note ne 
A Bl t wy bra Lil — A. So: 
ain ſafe. ways} from guilt an A Nr 
en bees > x 


«Fdedyea thouſand Dear * wy Hovour flaia; 
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Soriſc. c But Anarylli, doſt thou ſeriquſly k.! 
« Sou thy Sylvis rates his Faihaghigh, Shy 
« As thou doſt thine: | 
Amar. Alas, how ſhould F know.) ; 
« What's Faith to him, who is 6 thy Foe * 
Coriſc.: < Loves. Foe! There's miltake : = theſe 


coyfouls. 
ce Believe em not. The di Riva Bleat NS | 
ts No Theft io Love fo * quis) 


c As to hide ſin by ſeeming . Yor te: 
I<.not.t] 


* In ſhorr, thy. 57/pie Loves, bat * 7 
: « He Loves elfe-where.. I ROT 
the Amar, het CLI 4 t he be. xe Ce 
« For certainly (he's riot of mi rial fame. WET FEST 
That could the heart of He inflame. _ 
Where are her Altars, we x eb Nie 
Coriſc. No Goddefs, nor pl. 
Amar. What was id??? WY Grad 


Corſe, 1 my e „ 


— « The — She's. cal his joy. 


: Amar. “RA proper en that was ſo.c 
| Coriſc. But will you know whax 5 in 0 
And what great pains he takes to meet her Cha rms... of 


He feigns to goa Hunting. Hut i kf heat 

«Of all — ſport, he does by Ittalth retreat 

«From his Companions, and ches all alone 

* Into my Garden, by a way unknw-Ʒ. 

Where underneath aFfawethorne- hedges gage, 2 

The Gardens ſence, tlie poor ex pecking Maid 

&« Hears his hot ſighs and amorous pray'rs ; which ſhe 

. Comes Langhin 5 afterwards; andtelsro' RE. 
— W. 110 * 11 * 
Cariſc. Now hear my p bt, an my. ie ore 

9 Zedlto a yourMeres PBs * 
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cee I think you know; that . vhick tees 
c Enjoyn the Woman to obſetye lier Vows 5 
ce To her Contracted, likewiſe does Endet, 

« That if the Woman cute him in che fact 


| Of falſehood, all Ber kyrs and Contra Hee, 


ry e 
. mples, having nd 
« Lycotas falſe,remaind her ſelf 9 
cn No hear me out: My Maid by meſetob; 
« Has bid her Credulots Lover meet non 
ce In yonder Cave with her, whence he remaitts . 
e The moſt contented of all Sins. 


cc And waits but th hour. Von hill Yurprize him there: 


« And I too as your Witneſs, will be near. 
Amar. Already T'vea profpect of my Bliſs, 
« Tlike it rarely, but e f 
coriſc. is due | | 
ce In th middle of the Cave, oth* right hand, lyes ” 
00 An — deed chon — | 
cc Thy (elf; an en placeabide 
be Till thery two Lovers come: Ian toſend 
« Liſenta firſt, and aſter her; her Friend; 
<« Following alooſe my ſelf; and hen I "have 
« Perceiv'd him ſafely Lodg d within the Cave, 
I will ruſhafter him, der at my 


es 
Von ſhall come in, and the falſe gan kee: 


« Thar done, ſhall take the penalty oth Law 
«T, and Liſetia then will ſtraight with-draw, 
« And to the Prieft; and then thou ſhalt untye 
«© This Fatal Knot. 
Amar. © Before his Father? 


Coriſc. Why? 
ce What 3 that: Think ſt thou Montanoes blood 


« Will ſtand in Ballance with his Countrys good. 
Amar, Co on then; ſetti all diſputes aſide, 
«I wink, and follow thee my fait. ul Guide. | 
| corife. « Then linger Hot, dat Ny p but ether i 
F 2 Tle 


Amar. Before this mighty enterpr 
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Le to che Temple, andithe-Gpds adote: n nv Amit 
And by my Prayers from Heav a, ſucceſs implore. 6 — 
Coriſc. Go, and return then quickly. How n bd! 


Of half my Troubles Fm alteady eas d. 1 

© Butto on, there's ſomething muſk be done 11110 

* T2 © my 55 cendon. erb 
< T'le ſay tle meer him in the Cave, and n: 


* Will — 4 him aſter Awarylis go. 
That done, by a back-way Ile thither ſend - - | 
© The Prieſt of Cynthia, her to Apprehend  - = 
Guilty ſhe will be fond, and by our Laws the popes; 
The cauſe of all Mirtiſloes Cruelty kyes.: -- 

Enter Mirtillo. 
« He's here— Ile ſonnd him till ſne comes: Now riſe, 
Riſe all my Love into my Tongue, and Eyes. 

Mirt. * Hear ye damnd Spirits that in Hell laments. . 
Hear a new ſort of pain and 'puniſhmene :- . 
See in a. Turtles look a Tygers mind.; 

* She crueller than death, cauſe ſhe did find 
&« One death could not ſufſice her . will ; 
* And that to live was to be dying ſtills?k 
* Enjoyns me not to make my ſelf! — 5 F 
That I may dye a thouſand times a day. ; 
Y coriſc. Rove your Love, — ſince you came: 
rom your dear charming Ny mph 
Curſe on the — * : F ; ad. 
Mirt. ** As one vvho in a Vielen Feaver caft,., 
« And is forbidden Liquor, longs to taſt. 
«© hich got, he greedily ſets to his mouth, 
* And thus he quenches Life,bur cannot D:outh... 
Cori ſc. Love over us, no pow r can ere receive 
ce gut what our ſlaviſn ſelves, Mirtillo, give, 
“When · hy his fond deſires mans ſoul . is brought. 
go poorly to be fetter d to one thought; 
“Love quickly Tyrannizes in his Breaſt, 
* And ſtraights 17200 er r from a Cue. 


Mirte, Should Eg 1 up be heart: 
Nene Car(ce. 
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Coriſc..* How weak, how alla bargain 
«You make, to exchange kindneſs for i T7 if $HeBe Fin hl 
Mirt. The Cruelty of Beauty does reine 
& A Lovers Faith, as fire the golden Mine, -— 7 © 

& \Where were the Sacred Loyalty of-Love,.. _ - 
If charming Women: did not Tyrants prove. | 
Coriſc. ** Ohvretched and unhappy thoſe, in whom 
«© That fooliſh Idol. Conſtancy finds roonr. . 
« Come rouze, Mis, know your nobler patts. 
Look out, you cannot want a thouſand hearts. 
Mirt, Though ſcorn'd and hated, I had rather fall 


Her dying Victim, than command em all. 
3 Coriſes Oh hotreur.! how he tortures me. [fide 
No doube | | bo | 


You are poſleſt with ſome kind flattering thought; 
Thar though an outward Scorn ſhe's pleas'd to ſhow, 7+ + 
Like burning Mountains cover'd o're with Snow, 1 
There's heat within. Enchanted Dreamer, no. 
Mirt; “Fheſe are but Trophies of my conſtam Love, 
« By which Tle Tryumph ore the Gods above; 
«O're Men below, my Torments and her Hate 
| & O're Fortune and the World, ore Death and Fate. 
1 Ceriſc. Wonder of Conſtancy! If this Man knew ; 90 
| How much he's loved. by her, what would he do. Aſide. + 
Mirtillo, were you e'te in Love before. 1] Te 
Mirt. Her, and her only can my ſoul-adore.. 
Coriſc. Then it ſhould ſeem your Heart was never laid, 
But at the Feet of. ſome diſdainſul Maid. 
& Oh that 't had been thy chance but once to be 
cin Love with one that's gentle, curteous, free. 3 
4- ce Try that a little, try it, and thou'le find | 
cc How ſweet it is to meet with one that's kind. 
* How pleaſant tis to have thy Mrs. wine 
About thy Neck, and her ſighs ecc ho thiae. 
ce. And after ſay, my. Joy, All that I have, 
6 All that I am, and thy deſires can crave,: 
At thy Devotion is. If J am fair; A 
«For thee Im fair; for thee 1 deck illis hair. 


Ti 


— 
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e This Face, chis Boſom, from this Breaſt of mine, 
* turn d out my own heart to harbour thine. 8 
Mirt. Happy's the man that t born under a Star 
So fortunate! | 5 
Coriſc. Dull Swain; a Nymph as fair 
As the proud ſt ſhe that curles and ſpreads to th Ayr 
“Her Beauteous Trefles, worthy of thy Love, 
* As thou of hers: The Honour of this Grove, 
Love of all hearts, by every worthier Swain, 
e In vain ſolicited; adored in vain, | 
Does Loye thee only, and thee only prize 
More thM her Life, and for that Love ſhe dyes. 
Mirt. If ſuch a Nymph there be, conceal her Name; 
To all my other Tortures add not ſhame, | 8 
Let me not know ſhe ſuffers for my ſake, 
And bluſhtothink I no return can make, 
Coriſc. How-ever try what kindne(sis, taſt both. 
Mire. *Diſtemper'd Pallats all ſweet things do loach, - 
Coriſc. © Uncharitable'Youth, art not thou poor, 
< Andcant'{t thou beat à Beggar from thy door : 
Mirt. What Alms can Beggars give? Alas, I've Sworn 
Allegiance, aud a Traytor cannot turn. | e 
Coriſc. Bliad Youth, who is it thou art conſtant to? 
d am unwilling to add Woe to Woe. N 
But can I ſee thee Cheated and Betray d; 
Her Honour ſold, thy Sighs her paſs- time made, 
And yet not ſpeaks <4 No doubt but you ſuppoſe, 
© This Cruelty from her ſtrict Vertue grows: 
Thou art abuſed 3 that tireſome Vanity, 
Call d Innocence, ſhe has long ſince laid by. 
M#t. And can your profanation ſwell ſo high? 
Coriſc. You'l not believe | 
Mirt. Believe thee. 
Cori ſc. Then go on | 
In wilfull Ignorance, and be undone. 
Mirt. Oh Torture ! I muſt dye if this be true. | 
Coriſc. No, live dull Man, and thy Revenge purſue; 
And though 1 know ic will your heart-ſtrings tear, 
Her falſehood I muſt ſpeak,and you muſt hear, «© Then 


Thor bib. 


et Then to convince yt | fee you yond 1e; 
et That is your Mts. ith and Honours Grave. 
Ia ſhore, there oft a baſe · born Shepheard warms 
« Thy Virtuous Am in his Arms; 
There ſhe her Bliſs, ber Life, her Heav'n does fad: e 
The Ivy to the Oaks not balf fo kind. 
e Now go and ſigh, and whine, and conftant 
« Tothat kind Nymph that thus rewards 7s prot 
Mirt. Ah me Ceriſca, doſt thou tell: wee? 
« And is it fit I ſhould believe thee too pn 2.06 
— Coriſc. © Truch is, E did not reſp but thou may * * 
« And pr ; for ſhe her word has paſt Sa. 
«To m chere this very ey, 4 ogy | 
ce Thy ſelf beneath this ſhady Hed 
20 And chow halt e ee ee, | 
And after her, her ee Pp an 19 cog 4 
Mirt. So "quickly m 
Coriſc. wy. Ag; 3 = | 
« Her comin down, alc by che ſide 1 
tt Oith Tem e -(he- 8 Ke 
s Her texting pace k pink, =D os Lak * 
To mark the fequel, 4078 you here nk 12 
And afterwards we two will meet agan. kein a 
Mirt. «Since the diſcovery. of the Truth's'ſo near, 
With my Belief L will my Death defer.” + 
Euter Amayllis,*  - 
Amar, ©Tfrom the Temple come a8 lipht A0 8 8 
Ho much Hea vn liſtens to a Virgins prayer? 
&« I kneel'd and pray d, and ſtraĩt I ferme thought, 
<. Another ſoul into, my body thor, 
«Which whiſper'd; fe f 0h, 4 l, 80 
« Securely on. Yes, 0d! do fo, * 
« Heav'a gaidi ons, Fail Queen of Love, befend 
Her, who on thee for ſaccour. does depend: 
ce Thou that as Queen in the 4 Ord doeſtthine, . 


e If e're thou ſelt ſt thy'Sons flames mes, *pitty-mine. eh m 
An humbler Votareſs ne re kneelt before thy Shrine. 
<« Securely Enter; oh Airtilla, oh Goes into 


Airtillo, could ſt thou dream for what I go. 1 the Care. . 
| Mirt. 
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Mirt. 1 bn and ſee what] could have n 
ce Born without Eyes, that I d e be ee 


8 r rather ndt tõ D curſt Fate, o_ ef) 6,7 52 £ 


hy haſt thou thas proloag'd, my Lil s ſad Date ?? 
« To bring gpg £4 lin ee le. 1118 12 alen 


ce Mirtillo more tormented tflaa en 07 vy 
Dye then, AMirtillo dye How: 7h and Oe. 5 gs gl n 
The Traytor leave my Ruine to out · lives. 
Jou that enjoy my Tarn. who e re you ae, 7 eee 
cc Since I muſt fall, tall, Loy 11 5 We 1 . a 
Back to my Covert th | FI 3 
And when the Villain Pal 1 bed 8 
But is t not baſego kill him by ſurprize * 20 201 


< What if her Wrongs I openly ſhould ri 890 
That would proclaim the cauſe for which we” "rg 
Dye baſely then thou, baſe At be 1 
That haſt ſlain me, and halt gi onour'd ber, . A be "prop 
ce , but the blood may, if-I ul here, 12 g 
ce The Murder ſhow, and that the Murderer. n 
What need I care: Ves, but the Murth er 8 
„ Berrays the.cauſc, for which 2707 
But her ſta ind blood, ha nat · ſo | ue; 
I'de-kill her Guilt, bur eule g ** 
10 Cloſe then in branches, on the Rocks dhe av 3 
« Wichſn the mouth. och/ Cave, my ſelf Tie hide: DIM 
And when I ſee her impious Minion _—_ 
Ile gire th Adalterer and her ſhame one Tomb... 

EA Enter Sylyano. 98 "=o 0 70 55 
And your. dear foot-ſteps whieh-7long haye tract 
«In vain, un- erring path lead eat laſt e e 
<« To where my Love is hid. 0 Yau Ibow, 3 
ec Your Print 7 follow. Oh ,Coriſca 4 gow Lede 


« Ido bekieye hee. Now thay ha fol Ye Arne 
0 de "We - 55 ths ite Cove. 
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e Has Wit enough to N che 70. 
Is there a Devil like a Woman damad 

In Laſts Not Hell is half fomnchinfam'd?  ——-— - - 
Her guilt and ſhame is but too plain, 

“This Strumpet to this Swain her ſe | has fold 
Bewitching Luft, büt mote 2 8 Gold. 

« And here by che falſe Li T of this . 

« Deliyers the bad ware W CY 8 
« Or rather *tis Heav akne oh hasfenc*.4 ED 
5 < Fer hither, to receive fer puniſhment r 

* < From my imp: hands. The words he ſaid, _ 


69 


1 „Sem d to imply ome promiſe ſhehad wade, g er. 
| < Which he believed"; and by his ſpying here 
*© Her print, that ſhe's within the Caves dis cleer.” 
ce Do wiſely then, and 1 form mouth dthi Care van 
< With that great hanging ſtone, char" they 8 , 
« No means of feaping ; to rhe Prieſt 2; 2D 
And bring by the backway; which, W men a know, By 
ce His Miniſters to take her in tha far; 5 
And by her death, my « deareſt Vengea ee act. 
Juſtice, Revenge, Heay'n and my injutd Love, 
| Joyn all your pow'rs with mine, this . to move. 

[ Shuts the Cans ba plect of ibi wick 
ce So now the Fox is trapt, and fin 2 *o mer." 
« Where ſhe had Earth'd her ſelf. Ie bree 20 put 
T ce Fire to the hole; where I could Wiſh to find 

OT 


he reſt of W omen to deſtroyt che kind. 
The End of the Third 2 2 25 
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Speak Sorcereſs! 
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AC the fourth. Scene the firſt. 


Ester Coriſca. | 
Coriſc. © T2 day has Heav'n and Earth, Nature & Art- 
C Fortune and Fate, Friend and Foe ta'ne 


; Tw par. 
How much more happily. (to make her fin - 
* Look more like Truth) Fate brought Adirtillo in, 
Then 7 contriv'd to have brought Coriden ? 
And how as luckily was that great ſtone 
Roul'd by Syl[vano ore the mouth oth Cave? 
Who cou d expect ſuch Service from that Slave? 
| Fei Sylvano. _ _ P 

Sylv. Coriſca here ! thou datmin'd perfidious Cheat; 
I thought by this Thad cur d your amorous heat. 
How comes it, Devil, that 7 find thee here? 

Coriſc. To find me here, where lyes the wonder? here, 
N expect me? Ws 

Ho. To have found thee Fool'd, _ - 

Snar'd and betray d, thy wanton courage cool d; 
Led to a Temple, there rhave undergone 
That puniſhment. my Vengeance had pull'd down, 
And thy loud-Crimes deſervd: I thought 1 ſhou'd . 
Have ſeen 8 | 
Shame written in thy Fore-head, and thy Blood. 

Ceriſc. Audacious Slave! | 

2 Was not that Stone enough * 
To hold ye? are not Rocks and Marble proof 8 
Againſt the Aſſaults of Luſt? How got ye off:? 

6 


- 


- Coriſc, What does the Traytor mean? 
Syiv. How got you out oc Cave, that dear dark Scene 
Of Villany, teſcape the Miniſter 
Of Juſtice, which I ſent to. ſeize you there? 
. e Have 


Have you broke Priſons, or ſubverted Laws, 

Or baffled Juſticeʒ made your impious cauſe | 
Like choſe fair looks which your falſe colours paint; 
Acted a Devil and appeat'd a Saint? 


Which of em was t? or was it all:? ſay, how e 


All this berwitching Womans power can do. 
Coriſc. I ſcorn thy Imputa tions ſayage Slave. 
'Twas Amaryllis that was found i th Cave. 
And with Airtillo caught, th Adultreſß dyes. 
Can thy black ſoul, with all irs Treachecies, 5 
Father on guiltleſs me thy barb rous Lyes. 
Sylu. Did he not name your Name 1 in, 
And ſay you had told him tr h I hegin 
To find the Cheat; ſome trick to take her head. 
Nothing that's truth can from. thy N roceed. 
Tle to the Prieſt, and clear her of thi gal do 
No blood but thine ſhall by my by Wn lpile, 
Lle ſwear thy Treaſons, and her death prevent; 


And falſe, or true, Ile I fan Sagas [offers 19 ge. 


Coriſc. Sylvano ſta hear me e re you go. 
This Villain, if his flight I do uot ay. 
Will ruine all my Love, and all my Plots betray. 
You've often ſaid you Lov'd Coriſca. 
Sylv. True. 8 3 
Coriſc. And ſhe has often ſaid that ſhe loy'd you. 8 
Sylv. And I, Fool as I was, believ d you too. ä 
Coriſc. Why was that Faith a Crime? how can you till 
See by falſe lg ts, angread-my thoughts ſo ill 2 
How oft my ſeeming falſehood you've parſa'd, 


3 
God's! for alittle of the Woman now, ; 
4 


Even to my death, and ſought wy guiltleſs blood : 


Nay, when your Jealoufie ſo high could ſwell 


And your blind fears, you thought, diſcern d o well, 


You ſee kind Heav'n your Biroge does prevent, 
And, cruel Man, you find me Innocent. . 
Sylv. Becauſe I once have had a falſe diſtruſt, 
Therefore my Jealoufie muſt ne re be juſt. 3 
Coriſe, Well, if Lam ſtill hat Se Murtal 
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Have I been cal d; and treated like em too? 


N f N 9 „ ˙ A ͤ HT aL, "cr 
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However, ſure ſome ſigne of Love it ſtie ws; 
When I can tamely hear you treat me thus, 
And yet forgive a ſtyle ſo infamous. 
Sylv. Oh Syren, canſt thou Love? how many Rogues; 
And Villains, odious Slaves, and hated Dogs, 


Do, call this Love, yes perjur'd Woman, do. 
Coriſc. To thoſe harſh words, I was by paſſion driven 7 

Things done in ſtorms, ſhould be in calmes forgiven. 

Beſides, I have been treated too as ill; ach 

And yet through all your Rage, you Lov'd me ſtill. 


Sylv. And you deſerv'd it; you can't leſs than prove 4 
A Miracle of Faith, of Truth and Love: n 
You've ſuch a wondrous ſtock : ask Corydon, 
Philander, Strephon, Niſo, Clitophan, 
Philifides, Gerong Thyrſis, Ders. 


By all choſe Legions:of your Loves you're true; | 


Coriſc. How can your fears ſuch wild Chimera's frame 2- 
Can you my harmleſs Converſation blame? | 

Syjlv.' How harmleſly you their kind Viſits paid. 
Witneſs the Aſſignations you haye wade, 
The Preſents you teceiv'd, the curſed Gold. | 1 


For which your V ws were broke, and Honour ſold; 


Coriſc. Can you object the Gifts and Treats they made, 
And think thoſe Tributes were with Love repaid - 
Our Companies requite the Treats we take, 
Aud our Acceptance pays the Gifts they make. 
Ikept em Company-——was it ill done 
To hear ail Loves, when I receiv'd put one? 
Sylv. Oh Cun ning! | | 5 
Coriſc. She beſtows a worthleſs heart, 5 
Whoſe ſeeble. Eyes, had never but one Dart. 
'Tis a dull prize that's never ſought but once, 
But thus their weak pre tences I renounce: 
I'm all Syjvano's ſacred and entire. | 
Sylv. Magick and Witchcraft, I {hall take new fire. 
Coriſc. Alas, I made you Jealous on deſign, 
T: aſſure your Love before I made you me. 
20 Since 
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Since Marriage is a Bond that tyes till death, 
Could I have too much tryal of your Faith? 
Sylv. Death and the Devil! I am ſnar'd agen. 
The tame and ſilly loving Fool's got in. LB 
Coriſc. Men beſtexpreſs how Treaſures they eſteem 
By the concern they ſne in loſing em. | 
Your rage and ſtorms to think me petjur'd, prove 
The violence and ardence of your Love, 
And to requite the tedious pains you've borns, 


Accept in bluſhes this laſt juſt return. Gives him her 
To morrow at the Altar ſeal my heart. hand, 
Sylv. Thou wilt be true, thou muſt—by Heav'ns thou art. 
[ Kiſſts her hand. 


Coriſc. In all my Charms there my Dear Love Ile meet, 
And lay my ſoul at kind Sylvanos feet. 
But one — I forget ; | 
Do not defend that naughty Womans cauſe, 
Let the lewd \bameful Wretch ſuffer the Laws. 
They have met there before, a hundred times. 
But let her dye vile Creature-for her Crimes. 
I hate that odious fin ſo much; may all 
That practice it, as much unpittyed fall. 
Sylv. Forgive me, if I take my ſelf away: 
To morrows-Bliſs permits me not to ſtay. 
I muſt prepare for our dear Nuptial day. 
And the bright Sun when he ſalutes the skie, 
No Per ſian ſhall adore ſo much as 1: _ 
But ſee I find you true, - 
Coriſc. Can you ſuſpe& me now? 
By my Religion and my Life Pm ttue. 


- 


Sylv. Pray Heaven this pious reſolution laſt, 4 
For to your Sex that Grace eomes not in haſt. - | ; 
Coriſc. Why this miſtruſt £ Is 
Sylv. You know you never told me truth before. 
Coriſe. Now you're unkind, 1 
Sylv. Well Ile ſuſpect no more, 
Iwill believe you juſt; and live in hope 
Falſehood in Woman; is a ſtream may ſtop. by 
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Grant ye great Gods (that one kind wonder do) 
Once in a ſiſe a Woman may ſpeak true. Exit. 
Coriſc. Poor credulous Fool What dangers did I ſhun: 
Had I not us'd this Cheat, I had been undone. 
Had the bold Slave appear d in her defence, 
He had cruſht my Plots, and prov d her Innocence. 
But now thanks to my Wit, 
His preparations for his faithful Bride, 
No doubt has found him work enough beſide. 
Proud Rival, nothing now thy Fate ſhall ſtay: 
The gaudy Sacrifice muſt bleed to day. Exit, 
SCENE the Second. 
Enter Montano, Amaryllis bound, with Attendants, 
ont. Baſe preſent Age, which doſt wich thy impure 
cc Delights, the beauty of the foul obſcure, 
et Teaching to Nurſe a Dropſie in the Veins, 
Bridling the look, hut giveſt deſire the Reins, 
Thus like a Net that ſpread, and caver'd lyes, i 
<* With leaves and tempting Flowers, thou doſt diſguiſe 
With coy and holy Guiles a Womans hearty, 
«© Mak'ſt Life a Play, and Vertue but a Part. 
© They think it not a fault Loves Sweets to ſteal, 
6 So from the World they can the Thek conceal, 
Amar. Had I been guilty, then it wou'd have been 
Leſs grievous to me to have Death pay ſig. 
But now to dye thus Innocent, in all 
My pride of Youth and Fortune thus to fall, 


ce Is a ſad caſe: 


Mont. A ſad one 'tis indeed, 
When at one ſtroke th'Arcadian hopes muſt bleed, 
Thou bormof Heavenly Race, born to aſſwage 
A Nation's grieſs, t'appeaſe a Goddeſs Rage; 
One that for Heavenly Beauty, merited 
*Temples anddacred Victims, to be led 
«© Thy (elf to th' Altar as a Sacrifice. 
* Who could behold it without melting Eyes. 


Oh wretched fall! 


Amar. © For all this have not I _ | * 
e Tranſgreſt the Law, but Innocently dye. But 


18888 


The wretched object as 


«HE « 


None left ro hear, none to defend me left ? 
«Of all abandon'd, of all hope bereit? 
« Only of ſach a 8 made 
ords no aid. 
Mont. Be patient Nymph, and give me cauſe to tell, 
« Though theu didſt ill, yet that thou ſuffer'ſt well. 
ct Look up to Heaven, that gave thee Birth, and be 


Content with what is writ above for thee. 


Am ar. Oh tis à cruel Sentence, whether given 
By Men or Gods, or writ in Earth or Heaven: 
But writ in Heaven I am ſure it cannot be, 
For that does my unſullied Boſom ſee; 


And there my injur d Innocence is known, 


Stands fair, and ſhines before th Eternal T hrone. - 
But what does that avail, if I my Life muſt pay? 

Mirt. Who feats to dye, dyes every hour ''thiday. - 
c Why bang'ſt thou back, and draw ſt a painful breath? 
ce Death has no ill in't, but the fear of Death; 
ce And they that dye when they have heard their Doom, 
ce Flye from their Death. 

Amir, Perhaps ſome help may come. 5 

Mont. Good Nymph no more, our duty calls us hence; 
Iwith your ſtay no longer can diſpence. | 

Amar, Dear Woods adieu then, my dear Woods adieu, 
<« Receive theſe ſighs N ones) into you, 
Till my cold ſhade, forc d from her ſeat by dire 
« And unjaſt Seel, to your lov'd ſhades retire, 
For fal to Hell it can't, being Innocent, 
«Nor ſoar to Heaven, laden with diſcontent. 
ce. Mirtillo, dear Mirtillo, moſt accurſt 
The day I ſaw, the day I pleas d thee firſt : 
Without thy Love, death would leſs frightful be; 
My greateſt pain in death, is, loſing thee, 

| Eyter Coriſca. 
Is tis the Nymph accuſes.me, dear Friend, 
Thy goodneſs cannot to ſuch crimes deſcend ; 0 | 
Reſcue my Honour, and my Life defend... 
| | ; Cori ſe "a 
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«Muſt I then dye nt, muſt I dye? 


Y 
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And bluſtr ing, ruſnt into the Cave, whilſt 1. 
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19 7 Dear 4maryllis, your own actions blame; 

You loſt my Friendihip when you loſt your Fame. 
Amar, Nay, then my ruine does too plain appear, 

Ilittle thought ſuch Treaſon harbour'd here. (me: 
Coriſc, Treaſon! Heaven knows my heatt, —Treafon i in 

No, Ide not wrong my mortal Enemy: 2 

Becauſe I've ſpoyld her amorous defi Ig, | 

She would repair her Fame by wounding mine 

But Sir, Iama Witneſs of her ſin, 5 

Iſaw this Wanton Nymph ſteal ſoftly in: 

A glowing colour all her Face o'ceſpread ;' 

It made me bluſh to ſee her look ſo red. 

At her approach, behind a Buſh I ſept, 

And unperceiv'd, my watching ſtation kept: 


The eager Youth came after her in haſt; 


His looks leſs fearful, and his ſteps more faſt. : ” 


f 
41111 * 


D 


Oh the ſtrange Charms of Curiofity- 
Amar. Oh my tir'd patience ! Gh thou barbarous | 
Tahumane Nymph, t abuſe my Virtue thus; * > aA 
What Treacheries did eyer I deſign 5 
Againſt thy blood, that thou ſhoul d ſt thirſt for wine, ' 85 
Coriſc. Abuſe chy Virtae / thou haſt none to wrong 3. ; 
But not to make th'unpleaſing tale too long, 
Cloſe to the Rock my liſt ning Ear I laid, 
And th. hollow Cave this gentle ſound convey dz 
Oa the cold ground, as the "Nymoh panting lay, 
In a faint dying Voyce, I heard her lay, 
What ſhift does poor Love make ? to which the Swain, | 
Wich a brisk joy, thus Anſwer'd her again: | 
No ſhining Monarchs in their Beds of Gold, 
And their r proud Arms doſo much Treaſure hold, 
Not half my Bliſs, nor half thy ſweetneſs taſt. 
Amar, Oh torture me no more, dear Sir, make haſt 
Send me to Execution, let me dye; 

*Tis worſe than death to hear this Blaſphemy. 1 e 
Coriſc. See with what haſt ſhe takes her {elf Way 3... 
Her * ſo terrible, ſhe dares not ſtay, nh 55 . EY ; 

et 
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"Yet there's ſoch\winoing Beaucy in her Face,” - tl 1 2914 

That I proteſts; wereebco jaoge-her caſey © Se from vwollot 2 

My tender : hearted Nature is ſo good. 10 I; 27191-3860 | A 

. Tihould forgive ber ſin: I Vow: Echos. Ei 
Aont. © Fair Age, When Milk waxciconly f rome 

< The Cradle of the Infant Wudii the Mood. 

Rockt by the Wind; ishen th untouclit p | 

Their dear Voung ſor theniſelves. None then tr 

The — Aaef | — egun 

2 * I Ec iple the 0 the Keeynal 27 050 215 

wandri atoi a fatrei © 21: um ©2415 if 

20 War, e wolte miſchief j bordqd 

That Idol, Honout,: whichithl Ambitious blindjs, |] 

Was not till now the Tyrant of our minds L 7 

No Lawleſs wiſhes then, no perjuries? N 8 1 

Cotrupted Love chen the blind God bad Eyes. | | 

ce Husband 1555 ebe ſign pany TY 

cc Frue edel ve does h in 

« Wa H Lore be k . that knew. . 

No Happineſs, but what — my 

Dear Heaven har ſtate o oy + m/e Exit. 

1 Euter irtillo. Sein | 

T Airt. Wretcbed bab, to the T emple ye. R e 

And there behold ay Allr dye m 25978 ei 

_ A Martyr to thy W on-. | 

Oh dama d Coriſcs, thon In 2 Ha 

Do, boaft thy Treaſons, ind thy Tr . 95 

And as the eld Ove hick 0 

 Mayiſt they but — vo pan nes A nr - 


+ 4 SGENE me bnd. 05 
| Enter Dorioda dilgnls d in 8 Gear of Furs). 
Dorind. Sylvio, when I appearin * hae 
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8 3 4 eee 
Follow my Love, and near my Heaven be plied. ; L:24T 
But what if he ſhould foo cheough: — 10 
Tho Love, they ſay, is blind, pet Hate has Byes.. 
Wretched Dorinda] every way thont d loſt :: 
Was ever unhappy Maid o croſt ! o ol T PP 
Well, my Love you too unkiadiy ye, To 2707 2 
avs x. 2 chile — F * 
m the | willmake: 11 
— come of- Cem moo 7 - — — 17 
Wearied and tir daalſgrom ſo faint; i: ory 1077 
If Ican ſleep, inyohder brake Ele lye, 5 4s 0 100% 
If they e ene ee has. L 291 140 


Ester Sylvio, with Linco ogd arber Shepherds, 4 Bayes 1 
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Sy{v.- All chat leture donegs [ god hnnl gn id 
Was but my duty. <Vertneclnbs ber Throne: | DT 
By theſe ſteep Staus audibe high God ſiveſe r b 
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On ſo much ruine? dare I ſee that Face 
And live? No, "ay eee 


« Vet ſomething holds me, and would make m he 
Jo her, whom I of. all the world. did a 
Dorin. Why do yon loak f@ wüldly. do not fl 1 

At what you're done; 1 e truck my heat e 
It was your own, und that can be no fault: 
tc Thoſe hands to wound 2 Lair Eyes have tau i. 
Sziv. Run Lincs, flye, ſome quick relic 
Bring all your help,Friends, Arts to — het Life ; 
Fly as you value my Eternal Bli(s...- LE: mY 
Dorin., This Care is ons Ade wierd 18. * 
But now I fear it, comes too 1 e oe 
Sylv. Too late. 3 
Diveit ye Cods this bloody.Scene of te. n 
And fave her Life, or Imuſt exer . 
Horrors and Hell will haant my tor Tha . 
Dorin. Wipe your dear Eyes, this grief I cannot ſee. *._ | 


12 


You are too good to, be diſturb'd ſot me: 
Bus if you think wy 7 a ſault has been, 
Let me enjoyn the pennance ſor your ſin: 
When I am dead, dear Hui, 4 come 
Once in a day, and. viſit; my cold ub 1 
And when you (ce the pretty Garlands 
About my Grave, to ber 19g 39555 
And think how the pewaili Og 


3 55 : 7 


With tremhling ende the: Ihranches ſet, 8 
And mixt the figwets 78 Wet; 9. 

Wben you ſhall read — 8 tobe, ITO 
Here. hes Dorinda by ber 3 7 2 ens 


And ore my duſt the weeping Marble _ 
Then with a ſigh you will remember me. 
Sylv. Remember thee; is "bis 1 elk 1 Tübüte 41 mn 
That. I muſt pay for thy unhappy, ſall 2. 
Derin. And,is not chis enough? Will you 40 mote - 
Then ſigh fot my poor ſake 3 nay, then you hall er 6055 _ 
And mourn for me, as I fave =_y for you... .._ - 


Say, will. you not 2. ©. 
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Sylv. Is that all I can pay e 

A._Pious Mourner at your Gray ellen, | 

And on your Marble, weep 22 Ti ane e — 

Why could our — ls no ſgoner joyne : 

Now dear Dorinda, I (mine. > 
Doerind. Then Ile dye men, if Death hath made you v 


Sv. Muſt-o:tnudug much gOoq nag Lys ben h, dead, = 


And all that's dear on Earch's for ever fled ; 
Thus Orte thy Daſt Fle hangivy:droaping; neg i ert 
Dorin. But will you wiſh I Mete alive ragen ?. 
Sylu. More then for: Heaven. 
Dorin But would you ae 
$ylv. Mare chan tir 
no Faith, n — 
Dorind. With Joy before Ic 
But Death will now but. etle —— ind 
Now Ide! fain Wente Tags 2000008 eas; NE 
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Enjer 1% ber Mirtillo; ' who kinek ts: bet Jo 


rite And h onrSexudmic- 
Such — te — — hams el 
io et fun — aſide. 
Mint, If fo lanocomce welt bleed, and: an: vc 


Th' — Gods can ſee ſach Virtue fall: 


Where all my Vous, and all r are due, F 

Be not offended if thus low I bow 2 7 

You are a part of Heay'n,' and*tis my Duty now. 
Amar, Mirtills,<do not tide me when: I on,, 17 

I grieve in dent we two maſt pare . οõẽẽiwJ Q. 7 
Mirt, Oh my chiite'® Ears; deut Excelience go. _ L 
Amar. Had Life been mine, dad kept tha ſecret hid; 

But Modeſtys ſtrict Laws ſure can t forbid 

To on my kindneſs now. Yet if it be 

A fault, my d 7} t0!icpares 26 

The tender ſecrets of-a dying heart, 

I ſhall be quickly puniſht for my fin; 

That Tongue that utters it, ne're ſpeaks agin. 


ſee in Scatlet currents flo q. * 


That blood that bluſhes when I tell you fo. 
Mirt, What divine Raptures from this ſweetneſs flow, 
But after all theſe bleſſings muſt you dye; 
r was happineſs wound up fo high, 
ſo ſoon, 
Amar. Since I have gone thus far, 
I cag't but let you all my weakneſs hear. 
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By = feign'd Plot che Filfe 4 laid-! nin AN 
Into that fatal Cave I Wia we If mee 
To have found Syivis falſe; and enter d in, 
By the juſt forfeit of his Faithlefs fin, 
Aud S e — 4 .— — 2.9157} ay _—_ 
And ſotecal my vows oa 
Mirt. Now c All this een, 1888 
From 8 Ihen le L 21 22 ple HT 
I too was to that fatal 11 hn Ina 9505 10 29 
I faw._you enter in, andmy\ Blind Jeaoufte 
By falſe Coriſces Arts wise wes W W 
That my Accurftimil, gulded ful d 21 i nec A 
Thoſe black and diess char — for dummd. 
I went to find 4 Baſe- born Shep rd there; 0: CARDS 
Divinely good, and r 4 in} ow 3 
Now judge, if in tie race of m ee a 142k 
A Devil ch as I, or Saitithilee there“ I/ 
Amar. Mintibs,* twas unkind; OY 
* — Is that this hatſheſt name; t raw gad . 
ww was I mide the Monſter of Mats-ligd} -- 390 jud 9977 
Suſpe& ſuch Innocence, ſuch goodneſs doubt: =41.1 > 
No Infid . _ 
Juſt Heav'n by your. wiegd[ightaing i TOE 
And fall a Pagen Tapeßt Toy _— J : 
* whey hog enim dqmyit 35 3005 ! 
Aut. Let me go en? Wat Owls too atcan be Me 
For — — | dee O1 164 
Amur. N — e och, 1 
No ſarther this unplea a ee racer ni J. als 
Afr, Muſt: 1 de ſiſent Log ya t $570 2G. NL 2 46 { 
Amar. Ves Sir,; you ſhall,” (7 1d ol ver tor 


To dur unhappy Sta ny fell: d <7: 92 — 109 
Miri. N. Fee $£61 100 rum ba 
Amor 


Hz 846049, 12001100 1 O aw 
You truely Loved; ep e hk 11 00 
This as I'm dying, bee bee eint den. wel bouto! 


Tis wofte to gear feu Ee. t 821197 374 
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j 46 Fer bid. a 
Mirt. Divineſtiaf thy Sen; thou art re FOE 
i Ille ſummon all my Courage: to T ad 2881 073 


if _ Enter Coriſca. | 

i | . Coriſca here? 18 oh en 

| | Coriſc. The Prisft-withio, va th chiet, Mai 

| ; | Are — — and Pray ess. 

| The place is ſafe, and I may ſpeak... Her Guard 
| Keep diſtance, and I (hall not he Ore- heard. e 

I. Mirt. Dares thy Accurſed Face 8 

Ceriſe. What dige Pfolahue , there * be 


No Sir, it is my Kadogs hyings me. here- 

I come 0 ſeve her 

| Mirt. Wilt thou — ber Li, and clear FA ra: 

ll Cor. I will. 

ll! irt. Then Ile raiſe. Alcars 10 thy Name ui vol 

ti Coriſc, When 1 ——— 12 GU bg 2 

li Airt,, I forgive: th — ſin. 1 Te A . 

} Name it no more; thou art all | White 280 

[| Save but her Life, and in immortal ns 

ö Ile Live for «x8 Ur o doo 2 ĩꝑtöᷓ᷑ 1 1 

8 Coriſc. Holds: d Hees „ old 

Ut Mirt. What. do Lhe af: u beni, 10 oe 1 7324 3101 

[ Coriſc. Unſeal your blinded bv T Hauer ba 

i I am that Nymph, who for Mirtio dyes. * 

I Andonce my Rivals Mucder had deſign dq. 

bt But thanks ro Heay'a Fvo.chregs: e en mind... 142 port 
* Mirtillo, if in pitty. 40 my peine It ah 2 5c 057 

You can be moved by a- ee, ax" 

To fave my Life by killing my Peſpair: : 0 

3 Your hand to me befoge-chisAlgagigivers yt 28 4 10001 

4 ä And Amarylls for that Grate fhalbhve ;: 94 NU. 

| Amar. Oh horrour ! what a illing und e 5 


Coriſc. Nor rbgcfatery chink Nd br. 
[| I rob — — ee I enivb I 
" Be Yours 5 che Bars ff 18 Hasth 9 15110 weil 
| | Betwixt your Lopes, ve your. vain opes undone. 2 
a K e | Angar. 


1 % 2 


Amar. By her falſe Accuſations let me dye. 
It nothing but your Love my Life can bu, 
That mighty ſum do not too Prodigally pay; 
That hour that takes Airtilloes heart away, 
My Death begine. Then let it gently come; 
Let me not ſink in Tortures to my Tomb. 
coriſc. Oh my wrack'd heart! 
 - Airt.'\ Oh my tranſported-ſoul:! 
Was ever Love ſo truee - 
Coriſc. Was ever Fol 
So _w - 14 no thy — Prize: 
Fill thy fond Arms, and glut thy greedy Eyes: 5 
But — in one half — Sn 
Airt, Infernal Fiend. 
Forgive me; Angel, was the word I meant. - 2 Kncels 1 
Save but her Lite, and be my Tutelar Saint. 5 Cotiſcz. 


Enter Montano, Ergaſto, Linco, 41d ſeveral Shepherds «nd 
Prieſts in Proceſſion, ſinging. 


INS 1: SONG. - |; 
« Sols Suffer, Daugbier of great Jupiter, 
6 That ſhin'ſt a ſecond dun in ile firſt Sphears 

& To the blind World, - T 

ce Thou, whoſe Life. giving and more temp rat: ry 
« Thy Brothers burning fury does allay. 
«© 4h pitty thy Arcadia, that rage 
« 7hon dof inotbervim thy flf E .. 

; ae 


Mirt, & Once more your ſacred Voyces all Unite; 
*« And once agen invoke the Queen of Night. | 
Second SONG. 9 22 1:s 7; 
Where's artleſs Innocence and guiltleſs Toe, . 
If they are Baniſht the Arcadiãh Groves. [ 
Fair Cynthia, though; late, | 
Pitty the Ruins of 4 World, Create 
in us true Honour: Virtne's all the gte 
bl. | N 1 rea 
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38 Paſtor Fido. 
ce Great ſouls ſhould keep, T theſe pob cui return, 
ei Which were thy Courts, bit now 5 ab ſenre mourn : 5 
& From their dead ſleeps awake, | 
All thoſe Lethar yo Infadels, 


Who f — thelr corrupted Wills, - © - 
** Thee and the glory of the ancient World farſukes | 


Art. To what dire Prodi igies does fit give Birth: 
ce The Goddeſs ſweats cold drops of blood 3 the Earth 
es Palſie ſhook; the ſacred Cavern hous 
« With ſuch un wonted ſounds at tortur d fouls 
< Send out of Gtaves: Our blaſted Victims ow 'T 
Oar Ills too plain, and our Revenge too flow. 2 

Mirt. Theſe Prodigies by angry Hevn ate ſent 
Toproye this petjur'd Beauty went: 25 
Miſtake not, Holy Sit; 

When Juſtice ſtrikes, and ſaffering Criminals dye, 
The Gods Wo ſmiling, and ſerene their Sk. 
Theſe horrors all from Innecnt blood atife : 

Heaven's only Clouded when the guiltleſs dyes. 

Coriſe. How ! guiltleſs ? would he were: Then theſe chaſt 
Had never been profaned with impidhs Loves. - {Gioves 
Her Infamy had chen no been ſo eudsʒ 
Nor had this Funeral pomp 2 this mooraing crowd. : 

Mirt, Exquiſite" Find“?! | 
Oh Sir, believe her not Fa 63 “. 
This Injur'd Virgins Honour: bs. e 0 
A purer Saint the vodeſerying d dere wackd⸗ 

A brighter Star in Heaven was never placed: T 
The Goddeſs you adote-is not more THR ' 

Mont. Forbeat this Blaſphemy. | 

Coriſc. No, let him Rave; 

Tis all the pleaſure hae Poer kotes have, 


No kindneſs yer. Met. 
Mirt. Oh my Citrate Soul! 80 85 N 
coriſc. Vet yield, and fire hal ure. | ce ur 
Mirt. No Traytteſs. WAL 501 
Conſe. Conſtant'Foo! | = nde \ 3 BY alt ON wy 


Mont, 
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Mont. Now Nymph, before the Fatal ſtroke is given, 
If thou would ſt recongile-thy ſelf to Heaven, SN . 
Make thy laſt Prayer. 1 514 - (decree, 

Amar. Kneeling, Since then gy Stars my Martysdom 
My injur'd Fame, dear Heay'n, I leave to Thee, 
Clear putmy ſullyed Name, hen Lam dead. 
And williggly toch Axle bow my Head. 
< My Soo to its Nariye duſt i give: : 1 


My Soul co Him, in whom alone I live. 
Mirt. If the muſt dye: 
Here my laſt Vows Ile ſeal. _if Kneels & kiſſer her hand. 
Mont. Rude Swain forhear,- {7 1 
Such profanation is not ſufferid here. | 0 
VMirt. Lou may more eaſily Seas from Seas divide: 
Our Souls are joyn d, and make one mixing Tide. 
Mont, Force em aſunder. $ The Attendants 
. *Tis no wonder Heav n Vorct em apart. 
Has ſuch dread ſigns of its diſpleaſure given: 
When their own Rites they thus polluted ſee, 
And from ſuch Rains not cheir own Altars free. 
Mirt. Is there ſuch Treaſon in a parting kiſs e 
For ever torn from all my deareſt bliſs. 
Amar. Mirtillo, this is an unkind Divorce; 
But let their cruel Rites have their free courſe. 
Love at this diſtance, no ſtrict Laws deny: 
Thus Ile look bleſſings on You, and then dye. 8 0 


Enter Car ino and Dameta. 
Car. Hold, hold, your Fatal Doom ! 
Mirt. My Father here? 
Carin. Ves, and thy Father is thy Murderer. 
Thou art Montanoes Son; and if he give 
Her Death, in whom thy Life does only live, 
*Tis his own blood- he ſpills. | 
Mont. Take heed bold Man. 
Car. Sir I ſpeak truth, and fright me if you can. 
The Son you [oſt i th deluge, is this Youth; 
1 found him lodged near our 4/pheor mouth , 
9550 12 Undround: 


60 Fuaſtor Fido. 


cc HUndround: His Cradle like a little boat, 
& Into the Woods had carryed him afloat. f 


Such care had Heav'n 3 * 
Dam. Here. ? 


Mont. © When you came back (tis ſince ſome 20, year) 
“ From ſeeking of my Child, vhich the ſwoln brook,  . 
7e By ts rapid Inundations from me cook : - ( 
<* Did you not ſay that you had ſought with pain, 
* All chat Alphes Baths, and all in vain; | 
© How comes it then 
Dam, Your pardon Royal Sir, 
I went to ſeek him, and I found him there. 
But this good Man had kepthim as his Son, 
And Fear made me conceal what he had done. 
Becauſe the Oracle fore · told me there, 
& That if the Child then found ſbould ere 
“Return, he ſhould be like to dye, 
© By his miſ guided Fathers Cruelty. 
Men i. Ah me l it is too clear: This act of mine, 
& My Dream and th Oracle did well Divine. 
Why did the Gods protect my drowning Child? 
Preſerve my blood to have it thus defil'd, | 
Mirt. Great Sir, from whom my Royal Birth I draw, 
I claim the favour of th Arcadian Law: 
When Criminals are doom'd to bleed, 
Equals in blood in their Exchange may dye, 
And now that Equal to her blood am I. 
How can you ſee ſuch Fetters on thoſe kands? 
Make haſt, uaty, unty thoſe impious Bands. 
And in her place, by the kind Gods decree, 
Your cynthias juſter Victim, offer ne. 
Coriſc. Now all my hopes are ruin d — ge 5 
Fool iſh Swain! C ſae. 
By my curſt Arts my dear Mirtillo ſlain! 
Amar. Why generous Youth do you purſue this claim? 
You'l ſave me from the Axe to dye with ſname. 


4 Mirt. 
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Min. What glory to my Royal Birth I owe, 
When to redeem thy Liſe, my blood may flow. 


Coriſc. I cannot ſee him dye. [ aſide, 
Enter Sylvano. 
If you have pitty for a Virgins Prayer, [ kneels, 


For your own blood, this dear Youths blooming years, 
And your Arcadias hope 
Sylvan. What do l ſee! 
By all che Devils in her Soul, tis ſhe. 
Coriſc. Alas, I've been unkiad—— 
Mont. What does ſhe ſay:* 
Coriſc, To Death with him ; take the fond Fool away. 
Pray for his Life ! my dull miſtake forgive. 
A Slave ſo ſenſeleſs don't deſerve to live. 
Sylvan. By all that's good, ſne Loves the ſmooth · fac d Youth. 
Sir, I Conjute you by your Love to Truth: 
By all your piety, the Gods you fear, 
Belie ve her not; that Monſter do not hear. 
On her own head let your kind Juſtice fall; 
She has Cheated You, Her, Him; Betray'd you all. 
Treaſon's her buſineſs, Poyſon's in her Tears; 
Perdition in her ſoul, ſhe never Swears 
But ſhe is Perjur d; if ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe Lyes; 
And all the Prayers ſhe makes, are Blaſphemies. 
Carin. Thou art the happieſt Father, and moſt dear 
«© To the immortal Deities 3 ſee here 
ce The long · kept ſecret of our Fate made clear. 
« Tears of delight in ſuch abundance flow, | 
6 From out my heart, I ſcarce can ſpeak. Our Woe, 
* Our Woe ſhall end when two of race Divine, 
te Love ſhall combine, 
*« And for a Faithleſs Nymphs Apoſtate ſtate, 
« A faithful Shepherd Supererrogate, 
Of Heav'aly race is not this Youth, when thine? 
And Amarylli is of race Divine. | 
* And what great Sir, but Love has them combin'd* - - 
Sylvio, by Parents and by Force was joyn d. 


o 
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ce To Amaryllis, and is yet as far . 
© From Loviog her, as Love and Hatred are. 
Mont. In what a miſt of Errors, how profound 
cc A night of Ignorance have I been drownd 2 
By every Cucumſtance tis evident 
ce The fatal Voyce, none but Mirtillo meant. 
& For who indeed fince ſlain Ant Death 
* Expreſt ſuch Love as he? ſuch conſtant Faith? 
© Who but Mirtillo for his Mrs. wou' d, 
Since true Amintæs ſpend his deareſt blood 2 
< This is that work of Supererrogation z 
This is that faithful Shepherds expiation 
For the Apoſtate Lucriz's fact. No Bon, rent, 
Compleat a Nations joys, and Crown thy own. { Gives 
him Amaryllis, 
Mit. Then the Immortal Treafure let me ſeize, 
And thus kind Sir, embrace your facred knees. 
Amar. Our Loves thus Crown'd, Ergaſto flye, and ſave 
My wretched mourning Father ſcom a Grave: 
Tell him I live, and all his fears remove. 
Mirt. Thy Piety's as Charming as thy Love. 
Coriſc. Break, break my heart. 
Mont. But as the Gods ordein'd 
Teanite your hearts, y our hearts muſt be unſtain d. 
Heay'n that pre ſerved thy Childhood from the e 
By Miracle reſtored thee to my Blood; 
And to oblige Man- kind, decreed this tye, 
Could do no le(s than guard her Chaſti ty. 
As you dread Tortures, Death, and angry Heav'n, [70 Cor. 
Confeſs her Injuries and be forgiven, 
Repent, and ſay ſhe's Innocent, 
Coriſc. I do. 
I wrong'd you Sir, but yet I loved youtoo. [70 Mir. 
Sylvan. Ves, ſhe has loved him, and all Man- kind beſide; ; 
The Sex is not enough to.pleaſe her Pride. 
Coriſc. Oh how I hate that Face. 
Sylvan, I kaow you do. 
_ Coriſc, Dear World fare well, and all aelights: an. | 
Silv. 


Silvau. Sir, as yon ever Faith and Juſtice prize, 
Hear from my tongue that Witches Sorceries. 
Their Entrance to the Cave's her Plot, and laid 
Only to have her Rivals Liſe betray d. 
And yet by all the Oaths Art could deſign, 
Or faithleſs Woman ever break, ſhe's mine. 
And mine by all her Conjurations, nay 
To morrow was to be our — — | 
And all was but a trick co take me hence, 
Leaſt I ſhould ſtay to prove her Innocence. * 
Never did ſuck a monſtrous. ſpurious Race 
Of Nature, Heav'n, and.Natures works diſgrace. }. - 
Mont. Is all this Truth? | FIT 
Sylvan. Too true. 
Mont. Juſt Heav'a forbid. 
Falſe Nymph, did You—— 
Coriſc. I know not what I did; 
I Cheated Him, wrong d Him, deſign d Her Fall: 
I have my Pardon, and I Owa it all. 
Mont. Had ever blood been ſo unjuſtly ſpilt. 
But though I have forgiven your ſavage guilt, 
I can't permit your breach of Faith; I muſt 
Not only pardon you, but make you juſt. 
Cor, I am all horrour. | 
AMirt. If this falſe- Fair ones Crimes you can forgive, 
And take an humble penitent Fugitive, 
She's yours. ii I N 
Coriſe. Death and Conſuſion! 
. Mont. Twas breach of Faich was the provoking. guilt, 
In all the ſufferings Arcadia felc. 8 
Bat it ſhall end. 6 
Sylu. You could not pleaſe me more. 
This Nymph is all the: Bleſſings I implore. 
I hate her worſfe Tea ; 92129 57] 
Then Hell, and of all other hopes bereft, [ aſide, 
Marriage is all the dear Revenge that's left. | 
| cage. Is this your promis d mercy 
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Let me meet Wracks, Death, any thing but him. 


- Mont, Is this your Penitence for your pardon'd Crime 
Coriſc. To Marry him is all che plagues of Hell : - 


- Adders and SCor ions. 


Sylvan. No, 'tis wondrous well. 


1 ſhall Convert+thee; pretty Infidel. 


Coriſc. Have you no mercy leſt? no pitty Sir: 
Sylvan. Have you no Juſtice leſt? Give me but her 
Coriſc. Of all the Savages the World can find, 


Let me but (hun that Monſter of the kind. 


Sylv. Of all the happineſs of humane Life, 
I only beg chat Jewel, for a Wife. J 

Cor. Oh Sir! you Stab me, Kill ae 

Mont. When you Swore 
You'd Marry him, were Oaths eſteem ꝗ no more: 
Forſaken Piety, where art thou fled? 
Be juſt, as you wou d ſave your forfeit Head. 

Coriſc. I loath thy very ſight. 

Sylv. And I love thee, my pretty Innocence, 
As much as thy Hot blood loves Impotence. 

Cor. Why then Inhumane will you Marry me ? 

Sylvan. To torture every Vein of thy falſe heart, 
Make thy checkt pride at my dear Vengeance ſtart, 
Thy torments will a ſecret Joy afford. 
I was thy Slave, and now ſhall be thy Lord. 
Nor hope Ile ſnun thy hated Bed; in ſpighc 
Ile Tyrannize all day, and ſport all night. 
My Head Ile on thy perju d Boſom lay; 340 
Ranſack thy ſpoyles, and chace thy ſleeps away.  ; 

. 
Enter Sylvio and Dorinda, who feel to Montano, | . 

Coriſc. Yes, Villain do, and my Revenge ſhall. 
I will be kind co all thy Sex, but the: 724400 
T'le make you a worſe Monſter than you are. 
Oh I am Mad | 

Sylvan. A very hope ſull airs 

coriſc. Ile meet thy loath'd embrace in ſuch a fr. hell ſhape, 
Tube every Kiſs you force, ſhall be a 2.24 pe. 
To 


To Mirt. As I am doubly puniſht for my Crime, + 2 
At once in loſing you, and meeting him, 8 
In pitty to the Ruins which yqu make, 
T hoſe few ſtol'n minutes from her Arms you take, 
Beſtow on me. Tou find me ſtrangely good. 
Ile baniſh all che Feavour from my Blood; 
And love you with deſires ſo pure, ſo chaſt— | 
Syhona. Stand off; the Witchcrafts of thoſe Eyesare paſt: 
Dear Mine, Ile lay thy wandring Devils faſt. ' 
Coriſc. You ſhall be welcome to my Soul, my Arms. 
But if the force of her more pow'rfal Charms | 
Hold you too ſure z to make him Jealous, be | 
So kind, as but to ſeign and flatter me. | | -} 
Ayd the Revenge of an unhappy Wife, 
And make him lead a wretched Husbands Life, 
_ $ylvasy, Let him come near thee, Syren, if he can 
Thy Slavery ſhall have ſo ſhort a chain, 
Vie keep my aking Fore-head from that pain. 
Coriſc. In all the Cheats I uſed, the tricks I plaid, - 
And all the Credulous Fools I have betray'd, 
Free from all hainous Crimes I ſafely ſlept: 
My Virgin Chaſtity entire I kept. 
Did I preſerve my Innocence for this? 
A Maid! dull Slave, I am too good for thee;: 
A Curſe upon my Idle Honeſty. | 
Sylvan, Can ſhe be honeſt then at Jaſt 2 If this 
Be true, ye Gods, 7ask no greater Bliſs. * SY : 
Sylvio. Your Confirmation of our Loves has given 
Me all the joys I wiſh on this fide Heav'n, 
Dorind. But Sylvio ſee you Love me as you ſhou'd, 
And flight me not for want of Heavnly blood. K 
But, Sir, if Love to Gods Allied can be, 3 | n 
Tam as near of Kin to Heav'n as ſhe. | '* 
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q Ip Enter Titiro. EY — 
Tit. Welcome to Life, and to thy Fathers Arms: \ | 
1amall joy: 'MyYouth ne re felt ſuch Charms. 
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Here take her, Sir, and may you happy live. to Mirt, 
This day has all the longeſt Life could give. 

Dorin. Gerana. 

Ger. My dear Joy, 

Dorina. The happy Dart KT 
That Sylvio ſhot, brought me my Sylvios heart: 
Through the dear Wound his Soul came fluttering in: 


oy 


4 * 


He Love, and Love, and never Hate agen: 
But you have been unkind, 
Ger. 12 | 
Dor, Yes, you ſaid | - 
I mould not think of Love, Heav'n knows how long,) 
Till ſeaven years hence. But you were in the wrong; |. 
My sylvis finds no fault that I'm too Young, 3 
Mont. Now my dear Children, ſhare your Fathers heart; 
Love has this day play d its Triumphant part. Cate 
But, Cynthia, all theſe Bleſſings ſpring from Thee, 
Faith, Innocence, Truth, Juſtice, Conſtancy, 
And every Grace that humane Breaſt inſpires, 
Is but a ſpark of the Celeſtial fires. * 
Mirt. All other Vertues may be taught ahove;. | 
But ye great Gods look down, and learn to Love. 
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Exeunt omuss. . 


Ho would not Damn 4 ſilly Rhiming Fop, 
Men there is ſcarce a Fore-man of a Shop, 
' With ſenſe of Animal, and face of Stoick, 
But Courts poorT, 1 {+ in Heroict; 
Will make ye Rbimes on Cakes and Ale; Reber ſe 
A Holy: days Treat, at Iſlington, in Perſe ? 
Rbiminy, which once had got ſo much your paſſhon, 5 - 
Whey it became the Lumber of the Nation, 8 | 
Like Veſta, your ſeaven years Love, 2 out of faſhion, Dd + 
y _. Great Subjetts, aud Grave Potts pleaſe no more : 
- Their high ſtrains nom o humble Farce mutt lower. 
So firmting Gallant, in his burly Veſt, 
| big looſe full-bodyed Tunick dreſt; 
n to Thin ney Paunch, 
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o 7115 Fe wy boneſt mord lie pawn, 
bever Pas d, and better drann. 
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